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ENOCH ARDEN 

AND OTHER POEMS 


ENOCH ARDEN 

Long lines of cliff bieaking ha\e left a 
chasm , 

And in the chasm aie foam and yellow 
sands , 

Bevond, red loofs about a naiiow wharf 
In cluster , then a moulder’d church , and 
highei 

A long stieet climbs to one tall-towei’d 
mill , 

\nd high in heaven behind it a gray down 
With Danish barrows , and a hazelwood, 
By autumn nutters haunted, flourishes 
Gieen m a cuplike hollow of the do\^ai 

Ileie on this beach a hundied yeais ago, 

I hice chiklicn of thiee houses, Annie Lee, 
Ihc pictticst little diinscl in the poit, 
And Philip Kay the millei’s only son, 
And Enoch Aidcn, a lough sadoi’s Hd 
Made op^hanby a winter shipwicck, play’d 
An^ng the w xstc and lumbci of the shoio, 

II xrdcoilsof coidagc, sw xrlhyhshmg nets, 
Anchors of rusty fluke, and boats up 
" diawn, 

And built their castles of dissolving sand 
lo watch them ovei flow’d, oi following up 
And flying the white bieakci, daily left 
Ihe little footpimt daily wash’d away 

A nariow cave lan in beneath the cliff 
In th’s the childien play’d at keeping 
house 

Enoch was host one day, Philip the next, 
While Annie still was mistiess, but at 
times 

Enoch w ould hold possession foi a w^eek 
‘ Ihis is ray house and this ni} little wife ’ 
‘Mine too’ said Philip ‘turn and turn 
about ’ 

When, if they quaucll’d, Enoch stiongei 
made 


Was master then would Philip, Ins blue 
eyes 

All flooded with the helpless wiath of 
teais. 

Shriek out ‘I hate you, Enoch,’ and at 
this 

The little wafe w ould weep foi company, 
And pi ay them not to quariel for her 
sake. 

And say she would be little wife to both 

But when the dawn of rosy childhood 
past, 

And the new waimth of life’s ascending 
sun 

Was felt hy either, euhei fi\l his heart 
On that one giil , and Enoch spoke his 
love, 

But Philip loved in silence , and the giil 
Seem’d kindei unto Philip than to him , 
But she loved Enoch , tho’ she knew it 
not, 

And would if ask’d deny it Enoch set 
A pill pose evcrmoic befoie his eyes, 

To hoaid all savings to the uttermost, 

To pm chase his owm boat, and make a 
home 

hoi Annie and so prosper’d that at last 
A luckiei 01 a boldci fisheinian, 

A carefullei in peiil, did not biealhe 
hoi leagues along that bieakei -beaten 

00-^ St 

Than Enoch Likewise had he seived a 
yeai 

On boaid a merchantman, and made 
himself 

hull sailoi , md he thiiec had pluck’d a 
life 

Fiom the dicad sw cep of the down sticam- 
iiig seas 

And ill men look’d upon him favourably 
And ere he touch’d his one and tw cnticth 
May 
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He piai chased his own boat, ana made a 
home 

' Foi Annie, neat and nestlike, halfway up 
The narrow stieet that clainbei’d toward 
the mill 

Then, on a golden autumn eventide. 
The younger people making holiday, 
With bag and sack and basket, great and 
'small, 

Went nutting to the hazels Philip stay’d 
(His father lying sick and needing him) 
An hour behind , but as he climb’d the hill, 
Just where the pi one edge of the wood 
began 

To feathei toward the hollow, saw the 
pair, 

Enoch and Annie, sitting hand-in-hand, 
His large giay eyes and weathei-beaten 
face 

All-kindled by a still and sacred fire, 
That burn’d as on an altar Philip look’d, 
And in then eyes and faces lead his doom, 
Then, as their faces diew togethei, 
gioan’d. 

And slipt aside, and like a wounded life 
Ciept down into the hollows of the wood , 
There, while the lest were loud in meiry 
making. 

Had his dark hour unseen, and lose and 
past 

Bearing a lifelong hungei in his heart 

o these were wed, and meinly rang 
the bells, 

And menily ran the years, seven happy 
yeais, 

Seven happy yeais of health and com 
petence, 

And mutual love and honourable toil , 
With childien , fiist a daughter In him 
woke, 

With his first babe’s fiist ciy, the noble 
wish 

1 0 save all earnings to the uttermost. 
And give his child a better bringing up 
Than his had been, or hers , a wish re 
new’d. 

When two years after came a boy to be 
The rosy idol of her solitudes, 


While Enoch was abioad on wiithful seas, 
Or often journeying landward , foi in tiuth 
Enoch’s white hoise, and Enoch’s ocean- 
spoil 

In ocean bmellmg osier, and his face, 
Rough redden’d with a thousand wintei 
gales. 

Not only to the maiket-cioss were known, 
But in the leafy lanes behind the down, 
Far as the portal warding lion whelp, 
And peacock yewtiee of the lonely Ilall, 
Whose Fiiday faie was Enoch’s minister 
mg 

Then came a change, as all things 
human change 

Fen miles to noithw aid of the naiiow ] >oi L 
Open’d a laigci haven thithci used 
Enoch at times to go by land oi sea , 
And once when there, and clambering on 
a mast 

In harboiu, by mischance he shpt md 
fell 

A limb was biol en when they lifted 
him, 

And while he lay recovenng there, his 
wafe 

Boie him another son, a sickly one 
Another hand crept too acioss li*' ti ide 
1 aking hci bit id and then s and oir^um 
fell, 

Altho’ a giave and staid God ft. iiing 
man, 

Yet lying thus inactive, doubt and gloom 
He seem’d, as m a nightmare of the night, 
To see his children leading e\ermoie 
Low miserable li\es of hand to mouth, 
And her, he loved, a beggar then he 
play’d 

‘ Save them from this, whatevei conies to 
me ’ 

And while he piay’d, the mastei of that 
ship 

Enoch had seived m, lieirmg his mis 
chance, 

Came, for he knew the man and v«alueil 
him, 

Repoiting of his vessel China bound, 

And wanting yet a boatswain Would 
he go? 
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Tlieie yet weie many weeks before she 
sml’d, 

Sail’d fiom this port Would Enoch 
hai e the place ^ 

And Enoch all at once assented to it. 
Rejoicing at that answer to his piayei 

So now that shadow of mischance 
appear’d 

No giaver than as when some little cloud 
Cuts off the fieiy highway of the sun. 

And isles a light in the offing yet the 
wife — 

When he was gone — the children — what 
to do ? 

Then Enoch lay long pondei mg on his 
plans , 

To sell the boat — and yet he loved hei 
ucll— 

How many a lough sea had he wealhei’d 
111 hei * 

He knew hci, as a hoiseman knows his 
horse — ^ 

And } et to sell hei — then with what she 
bi ought 

Buy goods and stoies — set Annie foith 
in tiadc 

With all that seamen needed or then 
3#^ives — 

SoKKttiglit she keep the house while he 
was gone 

Should he not trade himself out yondci ^ 

go 

This vo>agc moie than once? yea twice 
01 thrice — 

As oft as needed — last, leturnmg iich, 
Become the master of a laiger eraft, 

With fullei piofits lead an easier life, 
Hive all his pietty young ones educated. 
And pass his days in peace among his 
own 

Thus Enoch in his heait detci mined all 
Then moving liomcwaid came on Annie 
inle, 

Nuising the sickly babe, hci latest boin 
Foiwaid she started with a happy ciy, 
And laid the feeble infant in his aims , 
Whom Enoch took, and handled all his 
limbs, 

II 


Appraised his weight and fondled father 
like, 

But had no heait to bieak his pui poses 
1 o Annie, till the moriow, when he spoke 

Then fiist since Enoch’s golden img 
had gilt 

Hei fingei, Annie fought against his will 
Yet not with biawling opposition she, 

]Sut manifold entieaties, many a ttf*ai, 
Many a sad kiss by day by night lenew’d 
(Sure that all evil would come out of it) 
Besought him, supplicating, if he cared 
Foi hei oi his deal children, not to go 
lie not for his own self caiing but hei, 
Ilei and her childien, let hei plead in vain, 
So giieving held his will, and boie it thro* 

For Enoch parted with his old sea 
fiiend, 

Bought Annie goods and stores, and set 
his hand 

To fit then little streetward sitting room 
With shelf and coiner for the goods and 
stoies 

So all day long till Enoch’s last at home, 
Shaking then pictty cabin, hammci and 
a\c, 

Auger '’nd saw, while Annie seem’d to 
hcai 

Hci own death scaffold laising, shrill’d 
and lang, 

Till this was ended, and his caieful 
hand, — 

The space was naiiow, — having oidei’d 
all 

*\lmost as neat and close as Natuie packs 
Her blossom or hci seedling, paused , 
and he, 

Wlio needs \* ould work foi Annie to the 
last, 

Ascending tired, heavily slept till morn, 

And Enoch faced this moining of faie 
well 

Biightly and boldly All liis Annie’s fcais, 
Save, as his Annie’s, weie a laughtei to 
him 

Yet Enoch as i biave God feaung man 
Bow’d himseU down, and ip thatniysteiy 
\ 2 
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Where God-in-man is one with man-m- 
God, 

Pray’d foi ablessnig on his wife and babes 
Whatever came to him and then he said 
< Annie, this voyage by the grace of God 
Will bring fair weather yet to all of ns 
Keep a clean health and a clear fiie for me, 
Foi Pll be back, my giil, before you 
know it ’ 

Then lightly rocking baby’s cradle ‘ and 
he. 

This pretty, puny, weakly little one, — 
Nay — for I love him all the better foi it — 
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees 
And I will tell him tales of foieign parts. 
And make him meiry, when I come home 
again 

Come, Annie, come, cheei up befoic I go ’ 

Hun lumimg on thus hopefully she 
heard. 

And almost hoped herself, but when he 
turn’d 

The current of his talk to graver things 
In sailoi fashion loughly sermomzmg 
On providence and trust in Heaven, she 
heard, 

Heard and not heaid him , as the village 

Who sets her pitcher underneath the 
spring. 

Musing on him that used to fill it for hci, 
Hears and not hears, and lets it oveiflow 

At length she spoke ‘O Enoch, you 
are wise , 

And yet for all your wisdom well know I 
That I shall look upon youi face no more ’ 

‘ Well then,’ said Enoch, ‘ I shall look 
on yours 

Annie, the ship I sail m passes here 
(He named the day) get you a seaman’s 
glass, 

Spy out my face, and laugh at all your 
fears * 

But when the last of those last moments 
came, 

‘ Annie, my giil, cheer up, be comforted. 
Look to the babes, and till I come j^ain 


Keep eveiy thing shipshape, for I must go 
And feai no more foi me , oi if you fcai 
Cast a^l youi caies on God , that anchor 
holds 

Is He not yondei m those utteimost 
Parts of the morning ^ if I flee to these 
Call I go fiom Him^ and the sea is IIis, 
The sea is His Pie made it ’ 

Enoch rose, 

Cast his strong arms about his drooping 
wife. 

And kiss’d his wondei stuckeii little ones , 
But for the thud, the sickly one, who slq t 
After a night of feverous wakefulness, 
When Annie would have laised him 
Enoch said 

® Wake him not , let him sleep , how 
should the child 

Remembei this?’ and kiss’d him m his 
cot 

But Annie from hei bab}’s foichcacl dipt 
A tiny cml, and gaie it this he kept 
Ihio’ all his future, but now ha&til> 
caught 

Ills bundle, waved Ins hand, and went 
his way 

She w'hen the day, tlnlf Pnodi 
mention’d, came, ^ 

Borrow’d a glass, but all in \ain peihaps 
bhe could not fix the glass to suit hei e) ^ , 
Peihaps her eye wis dim, hand tieuiuloiis , 
She saw him not and while he stood on 
deck 

Waving, the moiiienl and the vessel past 

Ev’n to the last dip of the vanishing sail 
She watch’d it, and departed weeping foi 
him , 

Then, tho’ she mourn’d his absence as Ins 
grave, 

Set her sad will no less to chime with his, 
But throve not m her liade, not being bied 
To baiter, noi compensating the want 
By shiewdness, neithei capalile of lies, 
Nor asking overmuch and taking less, 
And still foreboding * what would Enoch 
say 

Foi moie than once, in days of difliculty 
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And piessuie, had she sold her wares for 
less 

Than what she gave in buying what she 
sold 

She fail’d and sadden’d knowing it , and 
thus, 

Expectant of that news which ne\ er came, | 
Gain’d for hei own a scanty sustenance, 
And lived a life of silent melancholy 

Now the third child was sickly bom 
and giew 

Yet sicklier, tho’ the mother cared for it 
With all a mothci’s caie nevertheless, 
Whether hei business often call’d her from 
It, 

Or thio’ the want of what it needed most, 
Or means to pay the voice who best could 
tell 

What most it needed — howsoe’ei it w^as, 
After a lingeiing, — eie she was awaie, — 
Like the caged bird escaping suddenly, 
The httle innocent soul flitted away 

In that same week when Annie buried 
It, 

Philip’s true hcait, which hunger’d foi hci 
peace 

(Since Jnoch left he had not look’d upon 
^ nei). 

Smote him, as having kept aloof so long 
‘ Surely,’ said Philip, ‘I may see hei now, 
May be some little comfoit,’ theiefoie 
went, 

Past thio’ the sohtaiy room m front, 
Paused foi a moment at an inner dooi, 
Then struck it thrice, and, no one opening, 
Enter’d , but Annie, seated wuth hei giief. 
Fresh from the buiial of hci little one, 
Caied not to look on any human face, 

Put turn’d hei own toward the wall and 
wept 

Then I’hihp standing up said falleiingly 

* Annie, I came to ask \ favoui of you ’ 

lie spoke , the passion in hei moan’d 
icply 

* Favoiu fiom one so sad and so foi loin 
As I im ’’ half abash’d him , >ctimask’d, 
PIis bashfuhiess and tenderness at wai, 
He set himself beside hei, saying to hei 


‘I came to speak to jou of what he 
wish’d, 

Enoch, youi husband I have evei said 
You chose the best among us — a strong 
man 

Foi wheie he fixt his heart he set his hand 
To do the thing he will’d, and boie it thro ’ 
And wheiefore did he go this weary way, 
And leave you lonely? not to see the 
world — 

For pleasme> — nay, hut for the wheie 
withal 

To give his babes a bettei bunging up 
Than his had been, or yours that was 
his wish 

Ard if he come again, vext will he be 
To find the precious morning houis weic 
lost 

And it would vex him even in his grave, 
If he could know his babes were running 
wild 

Like colts about the waste So, Annie, 
now — 

Ha\e wc not known each other all our 
hves^ 

I do beseech you by the love )ou bear 
Him and hib childien not to say me nay — 
Foi, if you will, when Enoch comes again 
%Vhy tlicn he shall repay me — if you w ill, 
Annie — foi I am rich and well to-do 
Now let me put the hoy and girl to school 
This IS the favoui that I came to ask ’ 

Then Annie with liei brows against the 
wall 

Answei’d H cannot look you m the face, 
I seem so foolish and so bioken down 
^Yhen you came in my soriow broke me 
down , 

And now I think >our kindness breaks 
me down , 

But Enoch lives , that is borne in on me 
lie will repay }0U money can be repaid , 
Not kindness such as joins ’ 

And Philip ask’d 
* Then you will let me, Annie 

Theie slic turn’d, 
She lose, and lixt hei sw immmg eye* upon 
him, 
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And dwelt a moment on his kindly face, 
Then calling down a blessing on his head 
Caught at his hand, and wiung it passion- 
ately, 

And past into the little garth beyond 
So lifted up m spirit he moved away 

Then Philip put the boy and girl to 
school, 

And Bought them needful books, and 
eveiyway. 

Like one who does his duty by his own, 
Made himself theiis , and tho’ foi Annie’s 
sake, 

Feaiing the lazy gossip of the poit, 

He oft denied his heart his dearest wish. 
And seldom ciost her thieshold, yet he 
sent 

Gifts by the childien, garden heibs and 
fruit, 

The late and eaily loses fiom his wall, 

Or conies fiom the down, and now and 
then. 

With some piete^t of fineness in the meal 
To save the offence of chaiitable, floui 
Fiom his tall mill that whistled on the 
waste 

But Philip did not fathom Annie’s 
mind 

Scarce could the woman when he came 
upon her. 

Out of full heait and boundless giatitude 
Light on a bioken word to thank him 
with 

But Philip was her children s all in all , 
From distant corners of the stieet they 
ran 

To greet his hearty welcome heaitily , 
Loids of his house and of his mill weie 
they, 

Worried his passive ear with petty wrongs 
Oi pleasures, hung upon him, play’d with 
him 

And call’d him Father Philip Philip 
gain’d 

As Enoch lost , foi Enoch seem’d to them 
Uncertain as a vision or a dream. 

Faint as a figuie seen in early dawn 
Down at the fai end of an avenue, 


Going we know not wheie and so ten 
yeais, 

Smee Enoch left his hearth and native 
land, 

Fled forwaid, and no news of Enoch 
came 

It chanced one evening Annie’s children 
longd 

To go with others, nutting to the w'ood. 
And Annie would go w ith them , then 
they begg’d 

Foi Fathei Philip (is they call’d him) too 
Him, like the woiking bee in blossom- 
dust, 

Blanch’d with his mill, they found, and 
sajing to him 

Come with us F ithcr Philip ’ he denied , 
But when the childien pluck’d at him to 
§ 0 , 

He laugh’d, and yielded leadily to their 
wish, 

Foi was not Annie with tliem^ and they 
w^ent 

But after scaling half the wcaiy down, 
Just whcie the pi one edge of the wood 
began 

Tofeathei towaid the hollow, alKhei foice 
P'ail’d hei , and sigliing, ‘ Let me its^ she 
said 

So Philip icstccl with hei well (oiit<.nt , 
While all the )oungci ones witli jubilant 
cues 

Bloke fiom then eldeis, and tumultuously 
Down thio’ the whitening hazels made a 
plunge 

To the bottom, and dispersed, and bent 
01 broke 

The lithe leluctant boughs to tear away 
Then tawny clustcis, ciying to each other 
And calling, heie and theie, about the 
wood 

But Philip sitting at hei side foi got 
Her piesencc, and remember’d one daik 
houi 

Ileie in this wood, when like a wounded 
life 

He cicpt into the shadow at last he said, 
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Lifting his honest foiehead, ‘Listen, 
Annie, 

How meiiy they aie down yonder in the 
wood 

Tired, Annie?’ foi she did not speak a 
word 

‘ Tired but her face had fall’n upon her 
hands , 

At which, as with a 1 ind of aiigei in him, 
‘The ship w^as lost,’ he said, ‘the ship 
was lost ’ 

No moie of that’ why should you kill 
youiself 

And make them oiphans quite And 
Annie said 

‘ I thought not of it but — I know not 
why — 

Then voices make me feel so solitaiy ’ 

Then Philip coming somewhat closer 
spoke 

‘ Annie, theie is a thing upon my mind. 
And it has been upon my mind so long, 
lhat tho’ I know not when it fiist came 
thcie, 

I know that it will out at last O Annie, 
It is bc} ond all hope, against all chance, 
That he who left you ten long ycais ago 
Should ftill be li\mg , well then — let me 
^ speak 

I grieve to sec you pooi and wanting help 
T cannot help } ou as I wish to do 
Unless — they say that women aie so 
quick — 

Peihaps you know what I would have 
you know — 

I wish you for my wife I fain would 
pio\e 

A fathei to youi childien I do think 
They lo\e me as '' falhei I am suie 
That I lo\ e them as if they were mine 
own , 

And I believe, if you weie fast my wife, 
That after all these sad uncertain yeais, 
We might be still as happ> as God 
gi ants 

To any of Ins cieatuics Think upon it 
For I am well to-do — no km, no caie, 
No biuthen, save my caie foi }ou and 
yours 


And we have knowm each othei all oui 
lives, 

And I have loved you longei than you 
knov' ’ 

Then answer’d Annie , tendeily she 
spoke 

‘ You have been as God’s good angel in 
our house 

God bless you foi it, God rewaid you foi 

It, 

Philip, with something happier than my- 
self 

Can one love twice ^ can you be evei 
loved 

As Enoch was? what is it that you ask^’ 

* I am content’ he answei’d ‘ to be loved 
A little after Enoch ’ ‘O’ she cned, 

Scared as it were, ‘dear Philip, wait a 
while 

If Enoch comes — but Enoch will not 
come — 

Yet wait a }eai, a year is not so long 
Surely I shall be wisei in a year 

0 wait a little >’ Philip sadly said 

‘ Annie, as I have waited all my life 

1 well may wait a little ’ ‘Nay’ she 

cued 

‘ I am bound }ou have my pioniisc — in 
a ycai 

Will you not bide your yeai as I bide 
mine?’ 

And Philip answer’d ‘ I will bide my 
yeai ’ 

Ileie both \/cie mute, till Philip glanc- 
ing up 

Beheld the dead flame of the fallen day 
Pass fiom the Banish bairow oaerhead , 
Then fearing night and chill foi Annie, 
rose 

And sent his voice beneath him tin o’ the 
wood 

Up came the childmn laden with then 
spoil , 

Then all descended to the poit, and theic 
At iknnie s door he paused and gave his 
hind, 

Saying gently ‘Annie, when I spoke to 
>ou, 
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That was yom hour of weakness I vios 
\nong, 

I am always bound to you, but )ou aie 
free ’ 

Then Annie weeping answer’d * I am 
bound ’ 

She spoke , and in one moment as it 
weie, 

While yet she went about her household 
ways, 

Ev’n as she dwelt upon his latest words, 
That he had loved hei longei than she 
knew, 

That autumn into autumn flash’d again, 
And there he stood once moie before hei 
face, 

Claiming hei piomise ‘ Is it a yeai 
she ask’d 

* Yes, if the nuts’ he said * be ripe again 
Come out and see ’ But she — she put 

him off — 

So much to look to — such a change — a 
month — 

Give her a month — she knew that she was 
bound — 

A month — ^no more Then Philip with 
his eyes 

Full of that lifelong hungei, and his \oicc 
Shaking a little like a drunl aid’s hand, 

* Take youi own time, Annie, take your 

own time ’ 

And Annie could have wept foi pity of 
him , 

And yet she held him on delaymgly 
With many a scarce believable excuse, 
Tiying his truth and his long-sufferance, 
Till half another year had slipt away 

By this the lazy gossips of the poit, 
Abhorrent of a calculation crost, 

Began to chafe as at a personal wrong 
Some thought that Philip did but tnfle 
with her , 

Some that she but held off to draw him on , 
And otheis laugh’d at hei and Philip too, 
As simple folk that knew not their own 
minds, 

And one, m whom all evil fancies clung 
Like serpent eggs togethei, laughingly 


Would hint at worse in either PIci ov n 
son 

Was silent, tho’ he often look’d his wish , 
But evermoie the daughtei picst upon hci 
To wed the man so clcai to all of them 
And lift the household out of po'veit\ , 
And Philip’s losy face contiacting giew 
Caiewoin and wan, and all these things 
fell on her 
Shaip as icpioach 

At bst one night it chanced 
That Annie could not sleep, but eainestly 
Play’d foi a sign * my Enoch is he gone 
Then compass’d lound by the blind w ill 
of night 

Biook’d not the expectant terioi of hei 
he irt, 

Started fiom bed, and stiuck hei self a 
light. 

Then despeiately seized the holy Book, 
Suddenly set it wide to find i s’gn, 
Suddenly put hei fuigei on the text, 

* Under the palm-tiee ’ That was nothing 

to hei 

No meaning there she closed the Book 
and slept 

hen lo ’ hci Fnoch sitting on a height, 
Undei a palm-tice, o\ei him thi^Sun 

* lie is gone,’ she thought, ‘ he is , 

he lb singing 

Hosanna m the liighest yonder shines 
The Sun of Righteousness, and these be 
jiilms 

Wheieof the happy people showing cued 
“ Hosanna in the highest Hue she 
woke. 

Resolved, sent for him and said wuldly tv» 
him 

‘Theie is no reason why we should not 
wed ’ 

‘Then foi God’s sake,^ he answei’d, ‘both 
our sakes, 

So you will wed me, let it be at once ’ 

So these were wed and mcinly lang the 
bells, 

Meirily lang the bells and they wue wed 
But nevei merrily beat Annie’s heart 
A footstep seem’d to fall beside hci path, 
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She knew not whence , a whisper on hei 
eai, 

She knew not what, noi loved she tcthe left 
Alone at home, nor ventured out alone 
What ail’d hei then, that eie she enter’d, 
often 

Hei hand dwelt hngeiingly on the Htch, 
F earing to enter Philip thought he knew 
Such doubts and fears weie common to 
her state, 

Being with child but when her child was 
boin, 

Then her new child was as herself icnewM, 
Then the new mother came about hei 
heart, 

1 hen hei good Philip was her all in all, 
-iVnd that mysteiious instinct wholly died 

And where was Enoch ? prosperously 
sail d 

The ship ‘Good Foitune,’ tho’ at setting 
foith 

The Biscay, loughly iidging eastward, 
shook 

And almost overwhelm’d hei, )et unvext 
She shpt across the summer of the world, 
Ihen after a long tumble about the Cape 
And frequent interchange of foul and fan, 
She pasgjng tin o’ the summer woild again, 
fh^ breath of heaven came continually 
And sent her sweetly by the golden isles, 
Till silent in her oriental haven 

there Enoch trided for himself, and 
bought 

Quaint monsteis foi the marl et of those 
times, 

A gilded dragon, also, foi the babes 

Less lucky her home voyage at first 
indeed 

Thro’ many a fair sea circle, day by day, 
Scaice rocking, hei full busted figuie-hcad 
Stared o’er the iipple featheung from her 
bows 

Then follow’d calms, and then winds 
variable, 

I hen bafBing, a long course of them , and 
last 

Storm, such as diove her under moonless 
heavens 


Till hard upon the cry of ‘breakeis’ came 
The crash of rum, and the loss of all 
But Enoch and two otheis Half the 
night. 

Buoy’d upon floating tackle and bioken 
spars, 

These dnfted, stranding on an isle at morn 
Rich, but the loneliest in a lonely sea 

No want was theie of human sustenance, 
Soft fruitage, mighty nuts, and nourishing 
loots , 

Nor save foi pity was it hard to take 
The helpless life so wild that it was tame 
There m a seawai d gazing mountain-goi ge 
They built, and thatch’d with leaves of 
palm, a hut, 

Half hut, half native cavein So the 
three. 

Set in this Eden of all plenteoiisness, 
Dwelt with eternal siimmei, ill-content 

For one, the youngest, haidlj more than 
boy, 

Hint in that night of sudden luin and 
wieck, 

Lay lingering out a five yeais’ death m 
life 

They could not lea\ e him After he was 
gone, 

The two lemaimng found a fallen stem , 
And Enoch’s comrade, careless of lumsell, 
P iic-hollowing this in Indian fashion, fell 
Sun stricken, and that other lived alone 
In those two deaths he leid God’s wain 
ing ‘wait ’ 

The mountain wooded to the peak, the 
lawns 

And winding glades high up like w ays to 
Heaven, 

The slender coco’s diooping crovvii of 
plumes. 

The lightning flash of insect and of bud, 
1 he lustre of the long conv olvuluscs 
Th it coil’d around the stately stems, and 
ran 

Ev’n to the limit of the land, the glows 
And gloiics of the bioad bell of the world, 
All these he saw , but what he fain had 
seen 
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He could not see, the kindly human face, 
Nor evei hear a kindly voice, but heaid 
Themyiiad shiiek of wheeling ocean fowl, 
The league long idler thundering on the 
reef, 

The moving whisper of huge tiees that 
branch’d 

And blossom’d m the zenith, oi the sweep 
Of some piecipitous inulet to the wa\c., 
As down the shoie he langed, oi all day 
long 

Sat often in the seaward-gazing goige, 

A shipwreck’d sailoi, waiting for a sail 
No sail fiom day to day, but e\eiy da> 
The suniise bioken into scailet shafts 
Among the palms and fei ns and pi ecipiccs , 
The blaze upon the wateis to the east , 
The blaze upon his island overhead , 

The blaze upon the waters to the west , 
Then the great slais that globed them 
selves in Heaven, 

The hollo wei bellowing ocean, and again 
The scailet shafts of simiise^ — ^but ro sail 

There often as he watch’d oi seem’d to 
watch, 

So still, the golden lizaid on him paused, 
A phantom made of many phantoms 
moved 

Before him haunting him, oi he himself 
Moved haunting people, things and places, 
known 

Fai in a darkei isle beyond the line , 

The babes, their babble, Annie, the small 
house, 

The climbing street, the mill, the leafy 
lanes, 

The peacock yewtree and the lonely Hall, 
The hoise he diove, the boat he sold, the 
chili 

November dawns and dewy glooming 
downs, 

The gentle shower, the smell of dying 
leaves, 

And the low moan of leaden-coloui’d seas 

Once likewise, in the ringing of his 
eais, 

Tho’ faintly, meriily — far and far away — 
He heard the pealing of his parish behs , 


Then, tho’ he knew not wherefore, staited 
up 

Shuddering, and when the beauteous 
hateful isle 

Return’d upon him, had not his poor heait 
Spoken with That, which bang e\er}- 
w here 

Lets none, who speaks with Him, seem 
all alone, 

Smely the man had died of solitude 

Thus ovci Enoch’s eailv sihcnnghcad 
Ihe sunny and lainy seasons came and 
went 

Year after > eai IIis hopes to see his ow n 

And pace the sacied old familial Imlds, 
Not yet had pciish’d, when his lonel} 
doom 

Came suddenly to an end Another ship 
(She wanted watci) blown l^y liahhng 
winds, 

Like the Good Fortune, fiom hei destined 
com sc. 

Stay’d b> this isle, not knowing whcic 
she lav 

For since the male had seen at early dawn 
Acioss a bleak on the mist wreathen isle 
Ihe silent watei slipping fioin the lulls, 
Ihey sent a cicw^ that landing bufd away 
In search of sUeam oi fount, uirl fdl (rihc 
shoics 

With clamoiu Downward fi(;ni lus 
mountain goigt 

Stept the long bail’d long beauledsohtai}, 
Blown, looking haidly human, stiangely 
clad, 

Muttering and mumbling, idiothkc it 
seem’d, 

With inarticulate lagc, and making sign^ 
They knew not what and yet he led the 
way 

To wheie the iiaulets of sweet w'atci lan 
And evci as he mingled with the eiewg 
And heard them talking, his long houndcu 
tongue 

Was loosen’d, till he made them imch i 
stand , 

Whom, when then casks wcie fiU’d thc} 
took aboard 

And there the tale he utterd brokenly, 
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Scarce ci edited at fiist but more and more, 
Amazed and melted all who listen’d to it 
And clothes they gave him and free pass- 
age home , 

But oft he work’d among the rest and 
shook 

His isolation from him None of these 
Came fiom his country, or could answer 
him, 

If question’d, aught of what he cared to 
know 

And dull the voyage was with long delays, 
The vessel scaice sea-worthy , but evei- 
moie 

His fancy fled befoie the lazy wind 
Retuining, till beneath a clouded moon 
He like a lovci down thio’ all his blood 
Diew in the dewy meadowy morning- 
breath 

Of England, blown across hei ghostly wall 
And that ^ame moining officeis and men 
Le\ icd a kindly tax upon themselves, 

Pit) mg the lonely man, and gave him it 
Then moving up the coast they landed him, 
Ev’n m tint haiboiu whence he sail’d 
befoie 

Theic Enoch spoke no w ord to any one, 
But home waul — home — what homc^ Ind 
he a home 

Ills home, he walk’d Blight was that 
aftcinoon. 

Sunny but chill , till drawn thro’ cither 
chasm, 

Wheie tithci haven open d on the deeps, 
Roll’d a sea haze and wlidm’d the woild 
in gia) , 

Cut off the length of highway on hefoie, 
And left but naiiow bicadth to left and 
light 

Of wither’d holt oi tilth or pasturage 
On the nigh nal ed tree the robin piped 
Disconsohte, and thio’ the diipping haze 
Ihe dead weight of the dead leaf boic it 
do\N n o 

Thickei the drizzle grew, deeper the 
gloom , 

Last, as it seem’d, a great mist blotted light 
Flaied on him, and he came upon the 
place 


Then down the long street ha\ mg slowly 
stolen, 

His heart foreshadowing all calamity, 

His eyes upon the stones, he i cach’d the 
home 

Where Annie lived and loved him, and 
his babes 

In those fai off seven happy yeais weie 
bom. 

But finding neither light nor murmui there 
(A bill of sale gleam’d thro’ the drizzle) 
ciept 

Still downward thinking ‘dead or dead 
to me 

Down to the pool and nariow whaif he 
went, 

Seeking a ta\ ern which of old he knew, 

A fiont of timbei crost antiquity, 

So piopt, woini-eaten, ruinously old, 

He thought it must ha\ e gone , but he 
was gone 

Who kept It, and his widow Muiam 
Lane, 

With doily dwindling profits held the 
house , 

A haunt of bi aw ling seamen once, but now 
Stiller, with ytt a bed foi wandering men 
Thcie Enoch icstcd silent many days 

But Miiimi Lane was good and gairu- 
lous, 

Noi let him be, but often bi caking in, 
Told him, with other annals of the poi t, 
Not knowing — Enoch was so blown, so 
bow’d, 

So bioken — all the stoiy of his house 
flis babys death, her growing po\eit}, 
IIow Philip put her little ones to school, 
And kept them m it, his long v ooing hci, 
Ilei slow consent, and mariiagc, and the 
biith 

Of Philip’s child and o ei his counte- 
nance 

No shadow past, nor motion an) one, 
Regarding, well had deem’d he felt the 
tale 

Less than the tcllci only w hen she closed 
* Enoch, pool man, was cast aw^ay and 
lost ’ 
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He, shaking his gray head pathetically, 
Repeated muttering ' cast away and lost , ’ 
Again in deeper inward whispers ‘lost’’ 

But Enoch yearn’d to see hei face 
again , 

‘ If I might look on her sweet face again 
And know that she is happy ’ So the 
thought 

Haunted and haiass’d him, and diove 
him foith, 

At evening when the dull November day 
Was growing duller tvvilight, to the hill 
There he sat down gazing on all bdow , 
Theie did a thousand memories loll upon 
him, 

Unspeakable foi sadness By and by 
The luddy square of comfoi table light, 
Fai blazing from the rear of Philip’s 
house, 

Allured him, as the beacon blaze allures 
The bird of passage, till he madly stiikes 
Against it, and beats out his weary lift 

For Philip’s dwelling fionted on the 
stieet, 

The latest house to bndward , but be- 
hind, 

With one small gate that open’d on the 
waste, 

Flourish’d a little garden square and 
wall’d 

And in it throve an ancient ever gi ecu, 

A yewtree, and all round it ran a wilk 
Of shingle, and a walk di\ idcd it 
But Enoch shunn’d the middle walk and 
stole 

Up by the wall, behind the yew, and 
thence 

That which he better might have shunn’d, 
if giiefs 

Like his have woise or better, Enoch 
saw 

For cups and silver on the burnish’d 
board 

Sparkled and shone , so genial was the 
health 

And on the light hand of the hearth he 
saw 

Philip, the slighted suitor of old times, 


I Stout, rosy, with his babe acioss his 
1 nees , 

And o’oi her second father stoopt a girl, 
A later but a loftiei Annie Lee, 

Fan hair’d and tall, and from he’ lifted 
hand 

Dangled a length of ribbon and a r^ng 
To tempt the babe, who rear’d hib creasy 
arms. 

Caught at and ever miss’d it, and the> 
laugh’d , 

And on the left hand of the hearth he saw 
The mother glancing often towuci her 
babe, 

But turning now and then to speak with 
him, 

Her son, who stood bcsidt hci tall and 
strong, 

And saying that which pleased him, for 
he smiled 

Now when the dead man come to life 
beheld 

His wife his wife no more, and srw the 
babe 

Hers, ;^et not his, upon th- father’s knee, 
And all the waimth, the peace, the 
happiness, 

And his own cliildien tall and be f itiful, 
And him, tint othei, reigning in his ])1 
Lord of his rights rnd of his children’s 
love, — 

Then he, tho’ IMiinm 1 ane had told him 

Because things seen are mightier tlun 
things heard, 

Stagger’d and shook, holding the bianch, 
and fear’d 

To send abioad a shrill and terrible cry, 
Which in one moment, like the blast of 
doom, 

Would shatter all the happiness of the 
health 

He therefore turning softly like a thief, 
Lest the haish shingle should giatc undci 
foot, 

And feeling all along the garden wall, 
Lest he should sw oon and tumble and be 
found, 
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Crept to the gate, and open’d it, and 
closed, 

As lightly as a sick man’s chambex-dooi. 
Behind him, and came out upon the 
waste 

And there he would have knelt, but 
that his knees 

Were feeble, so that falling prone he dug 
His fingers into the wet earth, and 
pray’d 

‘ Too haid to bear ’ why did they take 
me thence^ 

O God Almight>, blessed Saviour, Thou 
That didst uphold me on my lonely isle, 
Uphold me, Fathei, in my loneliness 
A little longei ’ aid me, give me strength 
Not to tell her, nevei to let her know 
Help me not to break in upon hci peace 
My childien too ’ must I not speak to 
these ^ 

They know me not I should betiay 
myself 

Neier No fnher’s kiss foi me — the giil 
bo like hei mother, and the lioy, my 
son ’ 

1 here speech and thought and nature 
bill’d a little, 

A?ri he lay tianced , but when he lose 
and paced 

Back low aid his solitaiy home again, 

All down the long and naiiow saeet he 
went 

Beating it m upon his weaiy hiain, 

As tho’ it weie the buithen of a song, 

‘ Not to tell hci, nevei to let hei know ’ 

He was not all unhappy IIis lesolve 
Uphoic him, and fiim faUh, and e\ei 
moic 

Prayei fiom \ living source within the 
will, 

And beating up thio’ all the bittei woild, 
Like fountains of sueet water in the ser, 
Kept him a living soul ‘ Ihis nullei’s 
w ife ’ 

He said to Miiiam ‘ that 5'ou spoke about, 
Has she no feai tint hci fust husband 
lues?’ 


‘Ay, ay, poor soul’ said Miuam, ‘fear 
enow ’ 

If you could tell her you had seen him 
dead. 

Why, that would be hei comfort,’ and 
he thought 

‘ After the Lord has call’d me she shall 
know, 

I wait His time,’ and Enoch set himself. 
Scorning an alms, to work whereby to live 
Almost to all things could he turn his 
hand 

Cooper he was and carpenter, and wrought 
To make the boatmen fishing-nets, 01 
help’d 

At lading and unlading the tall haiks, 
lhat brought the stinted commerce of 
those days , 

Thus earn’d a scanty living for himself 
Yet since he did bat laboui for himself, 
Woik without hope, thcie was not life 
in it 

Wheieby the man could live , and as the 
ycai 

Roll’d Itself loiind again to meet the clay 
When Enoch had return’d, a hnguoi 
came 

Upon him, gentle sickness, gradually 
Weakening the man, till he could do no 
moie, 

But kept the house, his chan, and last his 
bed 

And Enoch bore his w eakness cheerfully 
Foi sure no gladlier docs the stianded 
wreck 

See tliro’ the giay skiits of a lifting squall 
The boat lhat bcais the hope of lift 
appioach 

To save the life despair’d of, than he saw 
Death da\. mng on him, and the close of 
all 

For Ihio’ that dawning gleam’d a kind 
her hope 

On Enoch thinking ‘ after I am gone, 
Then ma} she learn I lo\ ’<1 hci to the last ’ 
He call’d aloud foi Miiiam Lane and said 
‘Woman, I hive a seciet — only swear, 
Bcfoie I tell you — swear upon the book 
Not to le^eal it, till you see me dead * 
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‘Dead,’ clamour’d the good woman, ‘hear 
him talk ’ 

I wairant, man, that we shall bimg }ou 
round ’ 

‘ Swear ’ added Enoch sternly ‘ on the 
book ’ 

And on the book, half frighted, Miriam 
swoie 

Then Enoch i oiling his gray eyes upon hei, 
‘ Did you know Enoch Aidui of this 
town?* 

‘ Know him she said ‘ I knew him far 
away 

Ay, ay, I mind him coming down the 
stieet , 

Held his head high, and caied foi no man, 
he’ 

Slowly and sadly Enoch answei’d her , 

‘ His head is low, and no man cares foi 
him, 

I think I have not thiee days moie to live , 
I am the man ’ At which the woman gave 
A half mciedulous, half hysterical ciy 
‘You Arden, you ’ nay, — suie he was a 
foot 

Higher than you be ’ Enoch said again 
‘ My God has bow’d me down to what I 
am , 

My grief and solitude have broken me , 
Neveilheless, know you that I am he 
Who married — but that name has twice 
been changed — 

I mail led hei who mairied Philip Kay 
Sit, listen ’ Then he told hei of his 
\oyage, 

His wreck, his lonely life, his coming back, 
His gazing m on Annie, his lesolve, 

And how he kept it As the woman 
heard. 

Fast flow’d the current of her easy teais, 
While m her heait she yearn’d incessantly 
To rush abroad all round the little haven, 
Pioclaiming Enoch Arden and his woes. 
But awed and piomise-bounden she foi- 
boie, 

Saying only ‘ See your bairns befoieyougo’ 
Eh, let me fetch ’em, Arden,’ and aiose 
Eager to bung them down, for Enoch 
hung 

A moment on her words, but then replied 


‘Woman, distaib me not now at the 
last, 

But letane hold my pm pose till I die 
Sit down again , mark me and undci stand, 
While I have powei to speak I chaige 
}ou now, 

When you shall see hei, tell hei that I died 
Blessing hei, piajmg for hei, loving hci , 
Sa'‘e foi the bai between us, loving hu 
As when she laid her head beside my o\\ n 
And tell my daughter Annie, whom I saw 
So like hei mothci, that myhtcst biealh 
Was spent in blessing hei and piavmg foi 
lici 

And tell my son that I died blessing him 
And say to Philip that I blest him too , 
He novel meant us any thing but good 
But if my children caic to see me deid, 
Who haidly knew me living, let them 
conic, 

I am then fathei , but she must not come, 
Foi my dead face would vc\ hci ifLei life 
And now there is but one ol ill in) blood 
AVho wall embrace me m the woild to he 
This hair is his she cut U oil ind o^iv e it, 
And I have home it with me all these 
yeais 

And thought to bcai it with me to nn 
gnve, ^ 

But now my mind is changed, foi I slTlfl 
see him, 

My babe in bliss vvheiefoie when 1 im 
gone. 

Take, give hci this, foi it nixy eomfuit 
hei 

It will moi cover be a token to hei, 

1 hat I am he ’ 

lie ceased, and Miiiam Lane 
Made such a v oluble answei piomising ill, 
That once again he i oil’d his eyes upon 
hei 

Repeating all he wish’d, and once agun 
She promised 

Then the thud night aflei tins, 
While Enoch sliimhei’d motionless and 
pale, 

And Miiiam watch’d and dozed at intci- 
vals, 
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Theie came so loud a calling of the sea, 
That all the houses m the haven rang 
He woke, he lose, he spread bs aims 
abroad 

Crying with a loud voice 'A sail’ a sail ’ 

I am sa\ed and so fell back and spoke 
no more 

So past the strong heroic soul away 
And when they buned him the little poit 
Had seldom seen a coslhei funeral 

THE BROOK 

Hlre, by this biook, we parted , I to the 
Last 

And he for Italy — too late — too late 
One whom the strong sons of the woild 
despise , 

For lucl y ihymes to him were scrip and 
shiie, ! 

And mellow meties more than cert foi 
cent , 

Noi could he undei stand how money 
breeds. 

Thought It a dead thing , j et himself 
could make 

The thing that is not as the thing that 

^s 

O^ ad he lived ’ In our schoolbooks w e 
si>, 

Of those that held then heads above the 
crow d, 

I hey floiuish’d then or then , but life in 
him 

Could scaicc be said to flouiish, only 
touch’d 

On such a time as goes befoie the leaf, 
When all the wood stands in a mist of 
gieen, 

And nothing peifect yet the brook he 
lo'vcd, 

hoi which, m branding siimmeis of 
Bengal, 

Or cv’n the sweet half English Neilgheiry 
an 

I panted, seems, as I le-listen to it, 
Prattling the pimnose fancies of the boy, 
To me tint loved him , fui ‘ 0 biook,’ 
he says, 


‘ O babbling brook,’ says Edmund m his 
ih3nne, 

‘ Whence come you?’ and the biook, why 
not^ replies 

I come from haunts of^coot and hem, 

I make a sudden sally, 

And sparkle out among the fern. 

To bicker down a valley 

By thiiLy hills I hurry down, 

Or slip between the ridges. 

By twenty thorps, a little town, 

And half a bundled bridges 

Till last by Phibp*s fnm I flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on for evei 

‘Poor lad, he died at Florence, quite 
\70in out, 

Travelling to Naples Theie is Dainley 
bridge, 

It has moie ivy, theie the iivei , and theie 
Stands Philip’s fain wheie biook and 
river meet 

I chattel over stony ways, 

111 little sharps and tiebles, 

I bubble into edd>ing bays, 

I babble on the pebbles 

With many a cuive my banks I fret 
B> many a fleld and fallow, 

And many a fany foreland set 
With willow weed and mallow 

I chatter, chattel, as I flow 
To jom the brimming iiver, 

For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on for evei 

‘ But Philip chatter’d moie than biook 
oi bird , 

Old Philip , all about the fields you caught 
PIis weary daylong chiiping, like the diy 
High elbow’d grigs that leap m summei 
glass 

1 wind about, and in and out, 

With heie a blo'-som sailing, 

And here and theie a lusty tiout, 

And here md there a gr i>ling, 

And here and thei c a fuamj flake 
Upon me, as I tr i\el 
I With inan> i sil\ei> watei bleak 

1 ^bove the golden giavel, 
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And draw them all along, and flow 
To jom the brimming nver, | 

Foi men may come and men may go, j 
But I go on for ever 

‘O darling Katie Willows, his one : 
child ’ 

A maiden of oui century, yet most meek , 
A daughter of oui meadows, yet not 
coaise , 

Stiaight, but as lissome as a hazel wand , 
iler eyes a bashful azuie, and her haii 
In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the 
shell 

Divides threefold to show the fruit within 

* Sweet Katie, once I did her a good 
turn, 

Her and hei far off cousin and betrothed, 
James Willows, of one name and heart 
with hei 

For here I came, twenty years back — ^the 
week 

Before I paited with poor Edmund , ciost 
By that old bridge which, half in ruins 
then, 

Still makes a hoary eyebiow for the gleam 
Beyondit, wheie the waters marry — ciost, 
Whistling a random bar of Bonny Doon, 
And push’d at Philip’s gai den-gate The 
gate. 

Half parted from a weak and scolding 
hinge, 

Stuck, and he clamour’d fiom a case 
ment, ^‘Run’' 

To Katie somewhere in the walks below, 
“Run, Katie’” Katie never ran she 
moved 

To meet me, winding under woodbme 
bowel s, 

A little flutter’d, with her eyelids down, 
Flesh apple-blossom, blushing foi a boon 

^ What was it ’> less of sentiment than 
sense 

Had Katie , not illiterate , nor of those 
Who dabbling in the fount of Active tears, 
And nursed by mealy mouth’d philan- 
thropies, 

Divorce the Feeling fiom her mate the 
Deed 


‘She told me She and James had 
quail cll’d Why^ 

What cause of quail el ? None, she said, 
no cause , 

James had no cause but when I pre^t 
the cause, 

I leaint that James had flickeiing jea- 
lousies 

Which angei ’d hei WTio angti ’d J imes ^ 

I said 

But Katie snatch’d hci eyes at once from 
mine, 

*knd sketching with hci slendci pointed 
foot 

Some figure like a wjzaid pentagram 
On gaiden giavcl, let my queiy pass 
Unclaim’d, in flushing silence, till I ask’d 
If James wcie coming “ Coming e\ci) 
day,” 

She answei’d, “ever longing to e\plain, 
But evermore her fithei came across 
With some long-winded tale, and biol e 
him shoit , 

And James departed ve\t with him nitl 
her ” 

IIow could I help her ^ “ Would I — was 
it wiong^ ” 

(Claspt hands and that petitionai) gi ice 
Of sweet seventeen subdued mifeie she 
spoke) ^ 

“O would I take her fathei foi one hum, 
Pol onchalf-houi, and let him t ilk to me ’ ” 
And even while she spoke, I siw wheie 
James 

Made towaid us, like a wadei m the siuf, 
Beyond the biook, waist-deep in meadow 
sweet 

‘ 0 Katie, what I suffer d foi } our sake ’ 
For m I went, and call’d old Philip out 
To show the farm full willingl)- he i ose 
He led me thio’ the short swcet-snielling 
lanes 

Of his wheat suburb, babbling as he went 
He praised his land, his hoises, his 
machines , 

He praised his ploughs. Ins cows, his hogs, 
his dogs , 

He praised his hens, Ins geese, Ins gmne 
hens , 
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liis pigeons, who in session on their roofs 
Approved him, bowing at then own 
deseiLs 

Then fiom the plaintive mother’s teat he 
took 

Her blind and shuddering puppies, naming 
each, 

And naming those, his friends, for whom 
they were 

Then crost the common into Dainlcy 
chase 

To show Sir Arthur’s deei In copse 
and fcin 

Twinkled the innumerable ear and tail 
1 hen, seated on a serpent-iooted beech. 
He pointed out a pastuimg colt, and | 
said I 

That was the four yeai-old I sold the 
Squire ” 

And there he told a long long-winded tale 
Of how the Squire had seen the colt at 
glass, 

And how it was thee thing his daughtei 
wish’d. 

And how he sent the bailiff to the faim 
To learn the piicc, and what the price he 
ask’d. 

And how the bailiff swoie that he was 
#nad, 

he stood fiim , and so the matter 
hung , 

lie gave them line and five days after 
that 

He met the bailiff at the Golden Fleece, 
Who then and thcie had offer’d something 
moie, 

But he stood fiim , and so the mattei 
hung , 

He knew the man , the colt would fetch 
its price , 

He gave them line and how by chance 
at last 

(It might he May 01 April, he forgot, 

The last of Apul or the first of May) 

He found the bailiff riding hy the farm, 
And, t liking fiom the point, he diew 
him in, 

And there he mellow’d all his heait with 
ale, 

Until they closed a baigam, hand in hand 


‘Then, while I bieathed in sight of 
haven, he. 

Poor fellow, could he help it^ recom- 
menced, 

And ran thro’ all the coltish chronicle, 
Wild Will, Black Bess, Tantivy, Tallyho, 
Reform, T^ite Rose, Bellerophon, the 
Jilt, 

Arbaces, and Phenomenon, and the rest, 
Till, not to die a listener, I arose, 

And with me Philip, talking still , and so 
We turn’d oui foreheads fiom the falling 
sun, 

And folio wmg our own shadows thiice 
as long 

As when they follow’d us from Philip’s 
door, 

Arrived, and found the sun of sweet con 
tent 

Re risen m Katie’s eyes, and all things 
well 

I -^tc 'll by laivns and grassy plot«<, 

I slide by haycl co\ers , 

I move the sweet forget me npt 
That grow for happy loveis 

I slip, T slide, I gloom, I ghnee, 

Among my si unmmg swallows 
I mol e the netted sunbeam dance 
Against ray sandy shallows 

I muimur under moon and stars 
In brombly wildci nesses , 

I linger by my shingly bai s , 

I loiter round my ci esses , 

A.nd out again I curve and flow 
To join the brinaramg nvei, 

For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on for e\cr 

Yes, men may come and go , and these 
are gone, 

All gone My dearest brothci, Edmund, 
sleeps, 

Not by the well known slieam and rustic 
spue, 

But unfamihai Arno, and the dome 
Of Brunelleschi , sleeps in peace and he. 
Pool Philip, of all his lavish waste of 
woids 

Remains the lean P W on liis tomb 
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I SCI aped the lichen from it Katie alks 

By the long wash of Austialasian seas 

Far off, and holds hei head to othei stais, 

And breathes m converse seasons All 
aie gone ’ 

So Lawience Aylmer, seated on a stile 

In the long hedge, and rolling in his 
mind 

Old waifs of rhyme, and bowing o’ei the 
biook 

A tonsured head in middle age foilom. 

Mused, and was mute On a sudden a 
low bieath 

Of tender air made tremble in the 
hedge 

The fragile bindweed bells and biiony 
rings , 

And he look’d up There stood a maiden 
near, 

Waiting to pass In much amaze he 
staled 

On eyes a bashful azure, and on hair 

In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the 
shell 

Divides threefold to show the fiuit with 
in 

Then, wondering, ask’d her ‘Aie you 
from the farm^’ 

® Yes ’ answei’d she * Piay stay \ little 
paidon me , 

What do they call you ^ ’ * Katie ’ ‘ 1 h it 
weie stiange 

What surname^’ ‘Willows’ ‘No’’ 
‘ That IS my name ’ 

‘ Indeed ’ ’ and here he look’d so self 
perplext, 

That Katie laugh’d, and laughing blush’d, 
till he 

Laugh’d also, but as one befoie he 
wakes. 

Who feels a glimmering strangeness in 
his dream 

Then looking at her , * Too happy, fresh 
and fail, 

Too flesh and fair in our sad woild’s best 
bloom, 

To be the ghost of one who bore >oui 
name 

About these meadows, twenty >ears ago ’ 


‘Ilaie you not hcatd^’ siid Katie, 
‘ we cime back 

We bought the farm we tenanted befoic 
Am I so like hci ? so they said on board 
Sir, if you knew hei in hei EnglNh da} s, 
My mothci, as it seems } 0 u aid, the day:s 
That most she loves to talk of, come 
with me 

My brothci James is in the harvest field 
But she — you will be welcome — 0, come 
in»’ 
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Dust aic om fiames , and, gilded dust, 
oui piide 

Looks only foi a moment whole and 
sound , 

Like that long buiicd body of the 1 nig, 

Found lying walh his runs and oiniineiits, 

Which at a touch of light, an in of 
heaven, 

Slipt into ashes, and was found no moie 

Ileic is a stoiy which m loughei sh ipc 

Came fiom a giiz/led cripple, whom 1 
saw *r 

Sunning himself in a waste field a]on#r — 

Old, and a mine of memones--\vho Ind 
seivcd, 

I ong since, x bygone Rectoi of the pht t , 

And been himself a pait of whit he tohl 

Sir Aylmer xVylmer, that almighty 
man, 

The county God — in whose capacious 
hall, 

Hung with a hundred shields, the family 
tiee 

Sprang from the midiift of a piostiate 
king— 

Whose bh/ing vvyvernwcathei cock’d tin 
spire, 

Stood fiom his walls and wing’d his cnliy 
gates 

And swang besides on many i windy 
sign— 

Whose eyes fiom undei a pyiamidal head 
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Saw fi om his windows nothing save his 
own — 

What lovelier of his own had he than 
hei, 

Ills onl> child, his Edith, whom he loved 
As hen ess and not heir regretfully ^ 

But ‘he that manies hei marries her 
name ’ 

This fiat somewhat soothed himself and 
wife, 

Ills wife a faded beauty of the Baths, 
Insipid as the Queen upon a card , 

Her all of thought and beaiing hardly 
more 

Than his own shadow in a sickly sun 

A land of hops and poppy -mingled 
coin, 

Little about it stiirmg save a brook ’ 

V sleepy land, where undei the same 
wheel 

The same old rut w ould deepen year by 
year, 

Wheie almost all the village had one 
name , 

Wheie Aylmei followed Aylmei at the 
Hall 

And Avenll Avcrill at the Rectoiy 
rinicc »ver , so that Rectory and Hall, 

B nd m an immemoual intimacy, 

Wcie open to each othci , tho’ to dieam 
That Love could bind them closer well 
had made 

The hoar haii of the Baronet bustle up 
With hoiror, worse than had he heaid 
his piiest 

Preach anmveited sciiptuie, sons of men 
Daughters of God, so sleepy was the 
land 

And might not AveiiB, had he will’d 
It so, 

Somewheie beneath his own low range 
of loofs, 

Have also set his many shielded tiec ^ 
Thcie was an Aylmei Avcull niaringc 
once 

When the icd losc was icddci than itsdf, 
And Yolk’s while xosc as icd as Lancis- 
tcr’s, 


With wounded peace which each had 
piick’d to death 

‘Not pi oven’ Avenll said, 01 laughingly 
‘Some other lace of Avenlls’ — piov’ii 
01 no, 

What cared he? what, if other 01 the 
same? 

He lean’d not on his falheis but himself 
But Leolm, his brothei, living oft 
With Avenll, and a year or two before 
Call’d lo the bar, but ever call’d away 
By one low voice to one deai neighhoui- 
hood, 

Would often, in Ins walks with Edith, 
claim 

A distant kinship to the gracious blood 
That shook the heait of Edith heanng 
him 

Sanguine he was a but less vivid hue 
Than of that islet m the chestnut bloom 
Flamed m his cheek , and eagei ejes, 
that still 

Took joyful note of all things joyful, 
beam’d, 

Beneath a manelike mass of 1 oiling gold, 

I heir best and biightest, when they dwelt 
on heis, 

Edith, whose pensive beauty, peifect else. 
But subject to the season 01 the mood. 
Shone like a mystic stai between the less 
And gieater gloiy vaiymg to and fro, 

We know not wheiefoic, bounteously 
made. 

And yet so finely, that a troublous touch 
1 hinn’d, 01 would seem lo thin hei m a 
day, 

A joyous to dilate, as toward the light 
And these had been together fiom the 
fiist 

Leolin’s fiist nurse was, live ycais aftci, 
hers 

So much the boy foicran , but when Ins 
dale 

Doubled her own, foi want of playmates, 
he 

(Since Avenll was a dtcad and a half 
Ills elder, and then parents undergioiuici) 
Had lost his ball and llov\n his kite, and 
lull’d 
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His hoop to pleasure Edith, with hei dipt 
Against the lUsh of the air m the pi one 
swing, 

Made blossom ball or daisy chain, ai 
ranged 

Her gaiden, sow’d her name and kept it 
gieen 

In living letteis, told her fairy tales, 
Show’d hei the fairy footings on the 
glass, 

The little dells of cowslip, fairy palms, 
The petty maiestail foiest, faiiy pines, 

Or from the tiny pitted target blew 
What look’d a flight of fairy arrows aim’d 
All at one mark, all hitting make be 
lieves 

Foi Edith and himself or else he forged, 
But that was later, boyish histones 
Of battle, bold adventuie, dungeon, 
wieck. 

Flights, terrors, sudden lescues, and true 
love 

Clown’d after tiial , sketches lude and 
faint, 

But where a passion yet unborn perhaps 
Lay hidden as the music of the moon 
Sleeps in the plain eggs of the nightingale 
And thus together, save for college times 
Or Temple eaten teims, a couple, fair 
As ever painter painted, poet sang, 

Or Heaven m lavish bounty moulded, 
grew 

And more and more, the maiden woman- 
grown. 

He wasted hours with Avcrill , theie, 
when first 

The tented winter-field was broken up 
Into that phalan\ of the summer speais 
That soon should wear the garland , theie 
again 

When bun and bine were gather’d , 
lastly there 

At Christmas , ever welcome at the Hall, 
On whose dull sameness his full Ude of 
youth 

Broke with a phosphorescence charmmg 
even 

My lady , and the Baionet yet had laid 
No bar between them, dull and self 
involved, 


Tall and eiect, but bending from his 
height 

With half- allowing smiles foi all the 
world, 

And mighty couiteous in the main — his 
piide 

Lay deepei than to w^ear it as his iing — 
He, like an Aylmer in his A}lmcn'5m, 
Would caie no moie foi Leolin’s walking 
with her 

Than for his old Newfoundland’s, when 
they lan 

lo loose him at the stables, foi he lose 
Twofooted at the limit of his chain. 
Roaring lo make a thud and how should 
Love, 

Whom the cross lightnings of foui chance 
met eyes 

Flash into fieiy life fiom nothing, follow 
Such dear familiarities of dawn^ 

Seldom, but when he does, Master of all 

So these young hearts not knowing that 
they loved, 

Not she at least, noi conscious of i bai 
Between them, noi by plight or biokeii 
ring 

Bound, but an immcmoinl intimiry, 
Wander’d at will, ind oft iccuiiv> lined 
By Averill his, a brothci a lo\e, >^iat 
hung 

With wings of blooding shellei o’<. i her 
peace. 

Might ha\e been othci, si\c for I eolm’s — 
Who knows ? but so they wandei’d, hour 
by hour 

Gather’d the blossom that rebloom’d, \nd 
drank 

The magic cup that filled itself mow 

A whisper half leveal’d her to hciself 
Foi out beyond hei lodges, wheic the 
biook 

Vocal, with here and there a silence, lan 
By sallowy nms, arose the hbouiers’ 
homes, 

A ficquent haunt of Edith, on low knolls 
That dimpling died into each othci, huts 
At random scattci’d, each a nest in 
bloom 
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Her art, her hand, her counsel all had 
wi ought 

About them heie was one that, summer 
blanch’d, 

Was parcel bearded with the traveller’s 
joy 

In Autumn, parcel ivy clad , and here 
The warm blue breathings of a hidden 
hearth 

Broke from a bower of vine and honey- 
suckle 

One look’d all rosetiee, and another wore 
A close -set robe of jasmine sown with 
stars 

This had a i osy sea of gillyflowerb 
About it , this, a nnlky-way on earth, 
Like visions in the Northern di earner’s 
heavens, 

A lily a\enue climbing to the doois , 

One, almost to the maitin haunted eaves 
A summer burial deep m hollyhocks , 
Each, Its own charm , and Edith’s every- 
where , 

And Edith ever visitant with him, 

He but less loved than Edith, of hci 
pool 

For she — so loivly lovely and so loving, 
Quecnl) responsive vvhen the loyal hand 
Rose frogi the clay it work’d in as she 
^ pist, 

Not sowing hedgeiow texts and passing 

Nor dealing goodly counsel from a height 
That makes the lowest hate it, but a voice 
Of comfoit and an open hand of help, 

A splendid presence flattering the poor 
roofs 

Revered as theiis, but kindlier than their 
selv es 

To ailing wife oi wailing infancy 
Or old bedridden palsy, — was adoied , 
He, loved for hci and foi himself A 
grasp 

Having the waimth and mnsde of the 
hcait, 

A childly way with children, and a laugh 
Ringing like proven golden coinage line, 
Weie no frlse passport to tint eas> realm. 
Where once with Leolm rt hci side the 
gill, 


Nuising a child, and turning to the 
warmth 

The tender pink five beaded baby soles, 
Heard the good mother softly whisper 
‘ Bless, 

God bless ’em mariiages are made in 
Heaven ’ 

A flash of semi-jealousy clear’d it to 
her 

My lady’s Indian kinsman unannounced 
With half a score of swarthy faces came 
His own, tho’ keen and bold and soldierly, 
Seal’d by the close ecliptic, w as not fair , 
Fairer his talk, a longue that ruled the 
horn, 

Tho’ seeming boastful so when first he 
dash’d 

Into the chronicle of a deedful day, 

Sn Aylmer half foi got his lazy smile 
Of pation ‘ Good ’ my lady’s kinsman ^ 
good ’’ 

My lady with her fmgeis mtei lock’d, 

And rotatory thumbs on silken knees, 
Call’d all hei vital spirits into each ear 
To listen unrwarcs they flitted ofl, 
Busying themselves about the flowciage 
That stood fiom out a stiff brocade in 
which, 

Themcteoi of a splendid season, she, 
Once with this kinsmrn, ah so long ago, 
Stejit thro’ the stately minuet of those 
days 

But Edith’s eager fancy huiiied with him 
Snatch’d thio’ the perilous passes of his 
life 

Till Lcohn evei watchful of her eje, 
Hated him with a momentary hate 
Wife hunting, as the rumour ran, was 
he 

I know not, for he spoke not, only 
shower’d 

ITis oriental gifts on everyone 
And most on Edith like a storm he 
came, 

And shook the house, and like a stoim 
he went 

Among the gifts he left her (possibly 
He flow’d and ebb’d uncertain, to letuiii 
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When others had been tested) theie was 
one, 

A dagger, in iich sheath with jewels on it 
Sprinkled about in gold that blanch’d 
Itself 

Fine as ice feins on January panes 
Made by a breath I know not whence 
at fiist, 

Nor of what race, the woik , but as he told 
Ihe stoiy, storming a hill foit of thieves 
He got it , foi their captain aftei %ht, 
His comiades having fought then last 
below, 

Was climbing up the valley, at whom 
he shot 

Down fiom the beetling crag to which he 
clung 

Tumbled the tawny lascal at his feet. 
This daggei with him, which when now 
admiied 

By Edith whom his pleasure was to please, 
At once the costly bahib yielded to hei 


And Leohn, coming aftei he was gone, 
lost over all her piesents petulantly 
And when she show’d the wealthy scab 
bard, saying 

‘ Look what a lovely piece of woikman 
ship ’ ’ 

Slight was his answer ‘ Well — I care not 
for it ’ 

Then playing with the blade he pnck’d 
his hand, 

‘ A gracious gift to give a lady, this ’’ 
‘But would it be more gracious’ ask’d 
the girl 

« Were I to give this gift of his to one 
That is no lady?’ ‘Giacious^ No ’said he 
‘ Me ^ — ^but I cared not foi it O pardon 
me, 

I seem to be ungraciousness itself * 

‘Take it’ she added sweetly, ‘Iho’ his 

gift, 

For I am more ungiacious ev’n than you, 
I care not for it either , ’ and he said 
‘ Why then I love it ’ but bir Aylmci 
past, 

And neither loved noi liked the thing he 
heard 


The nc\t day came a ncighbou* 
Blues and icdb 

Ihey talk’d of blues weie suic of it, h^- 
thought 

Then of the latest fox — wheie started — 
kill’d 

In such a bottom ‘ Petei had the brush, 
jMy Peter, fiist ’ and did bir A>lmci kno\» 
lhat gieat pock pitten fellow had been 
caught ^ 

Then made Ins pleasure echo, hand to 
hand, 

\nd lolling as it weie the substance of it 
Between his palms a moment up iiid 
down — 

‘The buds wcic warm, the Liids wcic 
warm upon him , 

\Ye have him now ’ and had bir Ajlniei 
heaid — 

Nay, but he must — the land w is iinging 
of it — 

This blacksmith bolder maiiiage — one 
they knew — 

Raw fiom the niuseiy—who could tiust 
a ehild ^ 

That emsed Fiance with hei eg ih ties ’ 
And did Sii Ajlmei (defeientnll) 

With neaimg chiir and lowei’d accent) 
think — • 

For people t ill ’d — th it it w is v bol])»\ 

To let tint liindsome fellow i^verill w ilk 
So freely with Ins daughtei people 
Hik’d— 

The boy might get a notion into him , 
The girl might be entangled eie she knew'* 
Sii Aylmer A^lraei slowly stiflemng 
spoke 

‘The gill and boy, Sn, know then dit<ei- 
ences ’ ’ 

‘Good,’ said his fiiend, ‘but watch’’ 
and he, ‘ Enough, 

More than enough, bu ' I can guild n^y 
own ’ 

'Ihey parted, and bu Aylmei Ajlnu-r 
w atch’d 

Pale, foi on her the thiiiideis oi the 
house 

Had fallen fust, \v ‘s Edith that same 
night , 
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Pale as the Jephtlia’s daughter, a rough 
piece 

Of early iigid colour, undei which 
Withdi awing by the countei dooi to that 
W hich Leolin open’d, she cast back upon 
him 

A piteous glance, and vanish’d He, as 
one 

Caught in a buist of unexpected storm. 
And pelted with outrageous epithets, 
Turning beheld the Poweis of the House 
On either side the hearth, indignant, 
her, 

Cooling her false cheek with a featherfan, 
Him, glaiing, by his own stale devil 
spuir’d, 

And, like a beast haid ridden, breathing 
hard 

‘ Ungenerous, dishonourable, base, 
Piesumptuous ^ trusted as he was with 
hei, 

The sole succeedei to their wealth, then 
lands, 

The last remaining pillar of then house, 
The one tiansmittei of then ancient name, 
then child’ *Our child'’ *Our 
heiress ' ’ * Ouis foi still, 

Like echoes from beyond a hollow, came 
IIci siclwici iteration Last he said, 

‘ Boy, maik me ' foi youi fortunes are to 
make 

I sweai you shall not make them out of 
mine 

Now inasmuch as you have piactised on 
hei, 

Peiplext hei, made her hilf forget heisclf, 
Swei\e from her duty to hei self and us — 
Things m an Aylmer deem’d impossible, 
Fai as we back ourselves — I say that 
this--~ 

Else I withdraw favoui and countenance 
From you and >ouis for e\er — shall you 
do 

&n, when you see hci — but you shall not 
see hci — 

No, you shall wnte, and not to hei, but 
me 

And you shall say that ha\ing spoken 
with me, 

And aftei look’d into youiself, jou find 


That you meant nothing — as indeed you 
know 

That you meant nothing Such a match 
as this ' 

Impossible, prodigious ' These were 
words. 

As meted by his measure of himself, 
Arguing boundless forbearance aftei 
which, 

And Leohn’s horror stricken answer, ‘ I 
So foul a traitor to myself and her, 

Never oh never,’ for about as long 
As the wind hover hangs in balance, 
paused 

Sir Aylmer reddening fiom the stoim 
within, 

Then broke all bonds of coiutesy, and 
ciying 

‘ Boy, should I find you by my doois 
again, 

My men shall lash you fiom them like a 
dog , 

Hence with a sudden e\ecration dio\e 
The footstool fiom befoie him, and aiose , 
So, stammeimg ‘scoundiel’ out of teeth 
that giound 

As in a dieadful dream, while Leolin still 
Retreated half-aghast, the fieice old man 
Follow’d, and under his own lintel stood 
Stoimmg with lifted hands, a hoary face 
Meet for the leveience of the hearth, but 
now. 

Beneath a pale and unimpassion’d moon, 
Vext with unworthy madness, and dc 
foim’d 

Slowly and conscious of the rageful eye 
That watch’d him, till he heaid the 
pondeious dooi 

Close, Clashing with long echoes thro’ the 
land, 

Went Leolin, then, his passions all in 
flood 

And masters of his motion, fuiiously 
Down thio’ the bright lawms to his 
brothel’s ran, 

And foam’d away his heart at Avei ill’s 
ear 

I Whom Averill solaced as he might, 

I amazed 
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The man was his, had been his father’s, 
fiiend 

He must have seen, himself had seen it 
long, 

He must have known, himself had knovn 
besides, 

He never yet had set his daughtei foith 
Here in the woman markets of the west, 
Where oiu Caucasians let themselves be 
sold 

Some one, he thought, had slandci’d 
Leolin lO him 

‘Brothei, for I have loved you moie as 
son 

Than brother, let me tell you I myself — 
What IS then pietty saying ? jilted, is it ^ 
Jilted I was I say it for youi peace 
Pain’d, and, as beaiing in myself the 
shame 

The woman should have borne, humili- 
ated, 

I lived for yeais a stunted sunless life , 
Till after oui good paients past away 
Watching youi giowth, I seem’d agnn to 
grow 

Leolm, I almost sin m envying you 
The veiy whitest lamb in all my fold 
Loves you I know her the woist 
thought she h is 

Is whiter even than her pictty hand 
She mustpiove tiue foi, brothei, whac 
two fight 

The strongest wins, and tiuth and love 
are stiength. 

And you aie happy let hei paients be * 

But Leolin cued out the moie upon 
them — 

Insolent, biainless, heaitless ’ heiress, 
wealth. 

Their wealth, their heiress ^ wealth 
enough was theirs 

For twenty matches Were he loid of 
this, 

Why twenty boys and giils should many 
on it. 

And forty blest ones bless him, and him 
self 

Be wealthy stiU, ay wealthier He be 
lieved 


This filthy maiiiage hmdeimg hlammon 
made 

The Ballot of the cities natuie ciost 
Was mothei of the foul adulteiies 
That saturate soul with body Name, 
too • name, 

Then ancient name ’ they might be 
pioud , its woith 

"Was being Edith’s Ah how pale she 
had look’d 

Bailing, to-night ' they must ha\c rated 
her 

Beyond all tolerance These old pheasant 
lords, 

These paitiidge bieedeis of a thousand 
yeais, 

Who had mildew’d in then thousands, 
doing nothing 

Since Egbeit — why, the gieatei then 
disgrace ’ 

Fall back upon a name ' icst, lot in that ’ 
Not ItLp iL noble, make it nublei ? fouls, 
W ith such 1 vantage gi ound foi noblene ■> ’ 
He had known a man, a quinte&:>enre ol 
man, 

The life of all — who madly lo\cd — and he, 
Thwaited by one of these old fithei fools, 
Had noted his life out, and m idt m end 
He would not do it ' hei swe< t f ice ^nd 
faith 

Held him from lint but he had powcis, 
lie knew it 

Back would he to his studies, make an line, 
Name, fortune too the woild diould iing 
of him 

To shame these mouldy Aylmei& m then 
gla^ es 

Chancelloi, or what is gieatest would he 
be — 

‘O bi other, I am giicvcd to leain youi 
grief— 

Give me my fling, and let me say my saj ’ 

At which, like one that sees las own 
excess, 

And easily foigivcs it as his owm 
He laugh’d , and then was mute , but 
presently 

Wept like a stoim and honest Aveiill 
seeing 
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How low his brother’s mood had fallen, 
fetch’d 

His richest beeswing fiom a binn reseived 

For banquets, piaised the waning led, and 
told 

The \intage — when this Aylmei came of 
nge— 

Then diank and past it, till at length the 
two, 

Tho’ Leolin flamed and fell again, agreed 

That much allowance must be made for 
men 

Aftei an angry dream this kindlier glow 

Faded with inoinmg, but his purpose held 


Yet once by night again the lovers met, 
A peiilous meeting under the tall pines 
That daiken’d all the northward of hei 
Hall 

Him, to htr meek and modest bosom piest 
In agony, she piomised that no force, 

Pei suasion, no, noi death could alter hei 
Pie, passionately hopcfiillei, would go, 
Laboni foi his own Edith, and letiiin 
In such a sunlight of piospeiity 
He should not be icjccted ‘ Wiite to 
me ’ 

1 hey lo\ ed me, and because I love then 
child 

They hate me Iheie is wai between us, 
deal, 

Which bicaks all bonds but ouis, we 
must lemain 

Sacied to one anothei ’ So they talk’d, 
Poor children, for their comfort the wind 
blew , 

The ram of hea\en, and then own bittei 
teais, 

Teais, and the careless rain of heaven, 
mivt 

Upon their faces, as they kiss’d each othei 
In dai kness, ind above them i oai ’d the pine 

So Lcolm went , and as wc task oui- 
sclvcs 

To learn a language known but smattci- 
ingly 

In phrases hcie and theic at landom, 
toil’d 


Mastering the lawless science of oui law. 
That codeless myiiad of piecedent. 

That wilderness of single instances, 

Thio’ which a few, by wit or foitune led, 
May beat a pathway out to wealth and 
fame 

The jests, that flash’d about the pleadei’s 
loom, 

Lightning of the horn, the pun, the 
scuiiilous tale, — 

Old scandals buried now seven decadsdeep 
In othei scandals that have lived and died, 
And left the living scandal that shall die — 
Wei e dead to him alieady , bent as he was 
To make dispioof of scoin, and strong m 
hopes, 

And piodigal of all biain labour he, 
Chariei of sleep, and wine, and exeici&e, 
Except when for a breathing while at eve. 
Some niggard fiaction of an horn, he rai 
Beside the iivei-bank and then indeed 
Haider the times were, and the hands of 
powei 

Were hloodiei, and the accoiding heaits 
of men 

Seem’d haida too but the soft iivei 
bieezc, 

Which fann d tliegaidcnsof that iival lose 
Yet flagrant m a heait remembeiing 
Ills fomiei talks with Edith, on him 
bieathed 

Fu pmclier in his rushings to and fio, 
Aftei his books, to flush his blood with 
ail. 

Then to his books again My lady’s 
cousin, 

Plalf sickening of his pension’d afteinoon, 
Drove in upon the student once oi twice, 
Ran a Malayan amuck against the times, 
Had golden hopes foi Fiance and all 
mankind, 

Answer’d all queues touching those at 
home 

With a hea\ ed sliouldei and a saucy smile, 
And fain had lialed him out into the 
world, 

And ail’d him thcic his ncarei fiicnd 
wmuld say 

* Sciew not the choid too shaiply lest it 
snap ’ 
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Then left alone he pluck’d her daggei 
forth 

Fiom \^here his worldless heait had kept 
it warm, 

Kissing his vows upon it like a knight 
And wnnkled bencheis often talk’d of 
him 

Approvingly, and piophesied his rise 
For heart, I think, help’d head her 
letters too, 

Tho’ far between, and coming fitfully 
Like broken music, written as she found 
Oi made occasion, being stiictly watch’d, 
Chaim’d him tin o’ every labyrinth till he 
saw 

An end, a hope, a light bieaking upon him 

But they that cast hei spirit into flesh, 
Her worldly wise begetteis, plagued them 
selves 

To sell hei, those good parents, for her 
good 

Whatever eldest born of lank or wealth 
Might he within their compass, him they 
lured 

Into their net made pleasant by the baits 
Of gold and beauty, wooing him to woo 
So month by month the noise about thur 
doors, 

And distant blaze of those dull banquets, 
made 

The nightly wiier of then innocent hare 
Falter befoic he took it All m vain 
Sullen, defiant, pitying, wroth, letuin’d 
Leohn’s i ejected nvals from then suit 
So often, that the folly taking wings 
Slipt o’er those lazy limits down the wind 
With rumoui, and became in othei fields 
A mockery to the yeomen ovei ale. 

And laughter to their lords but those at 
home, 

As hunters round a hunted cieature diaw 
The coidon close and closer toward the 
death, 

Nai row’d her goings out and comings in , 
Forbad hei first the house of Avenll, 
Then closed her access to the wealthiei 
farms, 

Last from hei own home -circle of the 
pool 


They bail’d hei } et she bore it } ct her 
cheek 

Kept colour wondious ’ but, O m} stery » 
What amulet dievv her down to that old 
oak. 

So old, that twenty jears before, a pait 
Fallmghad let appear the biand of John — 
Once giovelike, each huge aim a tree, 
but now 

The broken base of a black lowci, a cave 
Of touchwood, with a single floiujshmg 
spray 

There the manorial loid too cunously 
Raking in that millennial touchwood dust 
Found foi himself a bitta tieasuie tiove , 
Burst his own wyvein on the seal, and leacl 
Wiithing a lettci from his child, for which 
Came at the moment Leoliii’s cmissar}, 

A crippled lid, and coming turn’d to flj, 
But scaled with threats of jail and Inltei 
gave 

To him that flustei’d his pooi paiish vits 
The letter which he bi ought, and swore 
besides 

To play their go between as heietofore 
Nor let them know tliemselves betny’d , 
and then, 

Soul stiickcn at then kindness to him, 
w ent • 

Hating his own lean heart and miscr*l)k 

Thencefoiwaid oft fiom out n despot 
dieam 

The fathci panting w okc, and oft, as dawn 
Aroused the black lepubhe on his elms, 
Sweeping the fiothfly fiom the fescue 
blush’d 

Thio’ the dim meadow tow aid his 
tieasuie-trov e, 

Seized it, took home, and to mj lady,— ~ 
who made 

A downwai d crescent of hei minion mouth, 
Listless in all despondence, — lead , and 
tore, 

As if the living passion s^mbol’d thcie 
Weie living nerves to feel the rent , and 
burnt, 

Now chafing at his own great self defied, 
j Now stnking on huge stumbling blocks of 
I scoin 



AYLMER'S FIELD 


27 


In babyisms, and dear diminutives 
Scatter’d all over the vocabulary 
Of such a love as like a chidden child, 
After much wailing, hush’d itself at last 
Hopeless of answer thentho’ Aveiill wiole 
And bad him with good heait sustain 
himself — 

All would be well — the lover heeded not. 
But passionately lestless came and went, 
And rustling once at night about the place, 
Iheie by a keeper shot at, slightly hint, 
Raging return’d nor was it well for hci 
Kept to the gai den now, and grove of pines, 
Watch’d even there , and one was set to 
watch 

The watchci, and Sir Aylmei watch’d 
them all, 

let bittcier fiom his readings once 
indeed, 

Warm’d with his wines, or taking pride 
in her, 

She look’d so sweet, he kiss'd her tendeily 
Not knoviing what possess’d him that 
one kiss 

Was Leolm’s one strong rival upon earth , 
Seconded, foi my lady follow’d suit. 
Seem’d hope’s returning lose and then 
ensued 

A Martin** summer of his faded love, 

()i (fltdeal by kindness , aftci this 

lie seldom ciost his child without a sneei , 

1 he mother flow’d in shallower aenmo 
nies 

Never one kindly smile, one kindly word 
So that the gentle creature shut from all 
Ilei chant xble use, and face to face 
With twenty months of silence, slowly lost 
Noi giextly caied to lose, her hold on life 
Last, some low fever ranging lound to spy 
The weakness of a people oi a house, 
Like flies that haunt a wound, or deei, 01 
men, 

Or almost all tint is, huiUng the hint— 
Save Chnst as we believe him — found the 
gill 

And flung hei down upon a couch of flic, 
Wheiecaielcss of the household faces neai. 
And crjing upon the name of I eolin, 
She, and with hei the laee of Aylmei, 
past 


Star to star vibiates light may soul 
to soul 

btnke thro* a finer element of her own ^ 

So, — from afai, — touch as at once^ 01 
why 

That night, that moment, when she named 
his name, 

Did the keen shriek ' Yes love, yes, Edith, 
yes,’ 

Shull, till the comrade of his chamber s 
woke, 

And came upon him half-arisen fiom sleep, 
With a weird bright eye, sweating and 
trembling. 

His hair as it weie crackling into flames, 
His body half flung foiward in pursuit, 
And his long arms stretch’d as to giasp a 
flyei 

Nor knew he wherefore he had made the 
ciy. 

And being much befool’d and idioted 
By the lOugh amity of the othei, sank 
As into sleep again The second day, 

My lady’s Indian kinsman rushing in, 

A bieakei of the bitter news from home, 
Found a dead man, a letter edged with 
death 

Beside him, and the dagger which himself 
Gave Edith, redden’d with no bandit’s 
blood 

‘ Fiom Edith’ was engiaven on the blade 

Then Averill went and gazed upon his 
death 

And when he came again, his flock be 
lieved — 

Beholding how the yeais which aie not 
Time’s 

Had blasted him— that many thousand 
days 

Weic dipt by horioi fiom his teim of life 
Yet the sad mother, foi the second death 
Scaice touch’d her thio’ that nearness of 
the first. 

And being used to find her pastoi texts, 
Sent to the harrow’d biothtr, piaymg 
him 

To speak before the people of hci child, 
And li\t the Sabbath Darkly that day 
lose 


b 
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Autumn’s mock sunshine of the fickrl 
oocls 

Was all the life of it , foi haid on these, 
A bieathlessbuithenof low foldedhewen^ 
Stifled and chill’d at once , but eveiy loof 
Sent out a listener many too had know n 
Edith among the hamlets lound, and 
since 

The parents’ haishness and the hapkss 
loves 

And double death were widely muimui’d, 
left 

Their own giay towei, oi plain faced 
tabeinaclc, 

To hear him , all in mouining these, and 
those 

W ith blots of it about them, iibbon, glove 
Oi kerchief, while the chinch, — one 
night, except 

Foi gieemshglimmeiings tin o’ thehnects, 
— made 

Still paler the pale held of him, who 
tower’d 

Above them, witli his hopes m either 
grave 

Long o’er his bent brows linger d 
Averill, 

His face magnetic to the hand fiom which 
Livid he pluck’d it forth, and labour’d 
thro’ 

Ills brief piayci pi elude, gave tin * e 
‘ Behold, 

Voiii house IS left unto you dcsol ice ’’ 

But lapsed into so long a pause ignn 
As half amazed half liighted all his flock 
Then fiom his height and lonelmess of 
giief 

Bore down in flood, and dash’d his angiy 
heart 

Against the desolations of the world 

Never since our bad eaith became one 
sea, 

Winch lolling o’ei the palaees of the 
proud, 

And all but those who knew tlie liviini 
God— 

Light that w^eie left to make a pmei 
woild — 


When since had flood, fiic, eiitlnpiakc, 
tbimdei, wi ought 

Such waste and havoc k as the iclolatiics, 
Wnnch fiom the low light of niuitality 
Shot up their shadows to the Heiven ol 
Ileav ens, 

And woishipt then own daikness in the 
Highest ? 

* Gash thyself, puesL, and lionoui thy 
brute Bail, 

And to thy woist self saciifice thj^self, 
hoi with thy worst self hast thou clothed 
thy God 

Then came a Loicl in no wise like to 
Bail 

I he babe shall lead the lion Suiely now 
ihc wilderness shall l)loS‘>om as the ro'»e 
Ciown th)self, woim, and woislnp thine 
own lusts ' — 

No coarse and blockish God ofacieage 
Stands at thy gite foi thee to giovel to — 
Ihy God IS fir cliflused in noble gioves 
And puncely halls, and farms, aid flow mg 
lawns, 

And heaps of living gold tint clail) glow, 
x\nd title sciolls and goigeous heialdiiev 
In such a shape dost thou behold thy 
God 

Thou wilt not gash thy flesh fo* ///;•/ , foi 
thine ^ 

haics iielilj, in (me linen, not a lini 
Ruffled u})()n the si irfskin, even while 
The deathless niler of thy d)iiig house 
b wounded to the death tint cannot die , 
\nd tho’ thounumberest w ith the follower-* 
Ol One who ci ltd, cave all ind follow 
me ” 

Ihcc therefore with Ills light about Uiy 
feet, 

Thee with His message iinging in Ihme 
eais, 

Thee shall thy brother m an, the J oicl fiom 
Heaven, 

Boin of a village girl, caipcnlc I’s son, 
Vvkndeiful, Punce of peace, the hlighty 
God, 

Count the more base idolater of tlu two 
Cuicllcr as not passing tluo’ the hic 
Bodies, but souls — thy childien’s — thio’ 
the smoke 
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Tlic blight of low (lesiies — darkening 
thine own 

To thine own likeness , oi if one of these. 
Thy bettei bom unhappily fiom thee. 
Should, as by miracle, grow stiaight and 
fair — 

Fuends, I was bid to speak of such a one 
By those who most have cause to soriow 
for her — 

Fairer than Rachel by the palmy well, 
Faiier than Ruth among the fields of corn, 
Fan as the Angel that said Hail ’ she 
seem’d, 

Who entering fill’d the house with sudden 
light 

Foi so mine own was brighten’d wheie 
indeed 

The roof so lowly but that beam of 
Heaven 

Dawn’d sometime thro’ the dooiway^ 
whose the babe ^ 

Too lagged to be fondled on hei lap, | 
Warm d at her bosom ^ The pool child j 
of shame 

The common caie whom no one caied 
foi, leipt 

To greet hci, wasting his forgotten heait, 
As with the mother he had never known, 
In gambols, for her fiesh and innocent 
eyes 

Had such astai of morning in then blue, 

1 hat all neglected places of the field 
Broke into nature’s music when they saw 
hei 

Low was hei \oice, but won mysterious 
way 

Thio’ the seal’d cai to which a loudei 
one 

Was all but silence— fiec of alms hei 
hand — 

The hand that robed your cottage walls 
with floweis 

Has often toil’d to clothe yoiii little ones , 
IIow often placed upon the sick mm’s 
blow 

Cool’d It, or laid his feveious pillow 
smooth ’ 

Had you one soiiow and she shued it 
not^ 

One burthen and she w'ould not lighten it^ 


One spiiitual doubt she did not soothe > 

Oi when some heat of diffeience sparkled 
out, 

How sweetly would she glide between 
youi wraths, 

And steal you from each other ’ foi she 
walk’d 

Wealing the light yoke of that Loid of 
love, 

Who still’d the rolling wave of Galilee ^ 

And one — of him I was not bid to 
speak — 

Was always with hei, whom you also 
knew 

Him too >ou loved, foi he was worthy 
love 

And these had been togethei fiom the 
first , 

They might have been togelhei till the 
last 

Friends, this frail birk of oius, when 
sorely tiicd, 

May wieck itself without the pilot’s guilt, 

Without the captain’s knowledge hope 
with me 

Whose shame is that, if he went hence 
with shame ^ 

Noi mme the fault, if losing both of these 

X Cl y to vacant chans and widow’d walls, 

‘‘ My house is left unto me desolate ” ’ 

While thus he spoke, his heaieis wept , 
but some, 

Sons of the glebe, with othei frowns than 
those 

That knit themselves for summer shadow, 
scowl’d 

At their gieat loid He, when it seem’d 
he saw 

No pale sheet lightnings fiom afar, but 
foik’d 

Of the near stoim, and aiming at his 
head, 

Sat angei chxrm’d fiom soiiow, sokliei 
like. 

Erect but when the pieichci’s cadence 
flow’d 

Softening thio’ all the gentle attnhiitt^ 

Of lus lost child, the wafe, who watch’d 
his face, 
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Paled at a sudden twitch of his non 
mouth , 

And * O pray God that he hold up ’ she 
thought 

‘ Oi surely I shall shame myself and him ’ 

* Nor yours the blame — for who beside 
your hearths 

Can talve her place — if echoing me you 
cry 

<‘Oui house is left unto us desolate”^ 
But thou, O thou that killest, hadst thou 
known, 

O thou that stonest, hadst thou under- 
stood 

The things belonging to thy peace and 
ours ’ 

Is there no prophet but the voice that 
calls 

Doom upon kings, or m the waste ‘‘ Re 
pent”^ 

Is not our own child on the narrow way, 
Who down to those that saunter m the 
broad 

Cues “ Come up hither,” as a prophet to 
us^ 

Is theie no stoning save with flint and 
lock > 

Yes, as the dead we weep for testify — 
No desolation but by sword and fire? 
Yes, as youi moanings witness, and my- 
self 

Am lonelier, daiker, earthhei for my loss 
Give me youi prayers, foi he is past yoiu 
praycis, 

Not past the living fount of pity m 
Heaven 

But I that thought myself long suffering, 
meek, 

Exceeding **poor in spirit” — how the 
woids 

Have twisted back upon themselves, and 
mean 

Vileness, we are grown so pioud — I 
wish’d my voice 

A rushing tempest of the wrath of God 
To blow these saciifices thro’ the woild — 
Sent like the twelve divided concubine 
To inflame the tribes but theie — out 
yonder — eaith 


Lightens from her own central Hell — O 
theie 

Ihe le^l flint of an old idolatry — 

The heads of chiefs and princes fall so 
fast, 

They cling together in the ghastly sack — 
The land all shambles — naked mairiages 
Flash fiom the bridge, and evei murder’d 
Fiance, 

By shoies that darken with the gatheiing 
wolf. 

Runs in a iiver of blood to the siek sea 
Is this a time to madden madness then ? 
Was this a time for these to flaunt then 
piide^ 

May Phaiaoh’s darkness, folds as dense 
as those 

Which hid the Holiest fiom the people’s 
eyes 

Eie the gieat death, shroud this gieat sm 
from all ’ 

Doubtless our nairow world must canvass 
It 

0 lathei pra} foi those and pity them. 
Who, thio’ their own desiie accomplish’d, 

bring 

Their own giay haiis with soiiow to the 
grave — 

Who bioke the bond which they desued 
to break, 

Which else had link d iheu lace with 
times to come— 

Who wove eoaise webs to snaie hei 
puiitj, 

Grossly contriving then deal daughtei’s 
good — 

Pool souls, and knew not what they did, 
but sat 

Ignorant, devising then own daughtei s 
death ’ 

May not that earthly chastisement sufhcei* 
Have not oui love and leveicnce left 
them baic? 

Will not another take then heiitage ’> 
Will theie be childien’s laughtei in then 
hall 

Foi ever and foi evei, oi one stone 

1 eft on anothci, oi is it a light thing 
That I, then guest, their host, then 

ancient friend, 
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I made by these the last of all my race, 
Must ciy to these the last of theirs, as 
cried 

Chi 1st eie His agony to those that swoie 
Not by the temple but the gold, and made 
Then own tiaditions God, and slew tlie 
Loid, 

And left then memories a world’s cuise — 
‘‘Behold, 

Your house is left unto you desolate 

Ended he had not, but she brook’d no 
moie 

Long since liei heait had beat lemoise 
les&Iy, 

Her crampt up soriow pain’d hei, and a 
sense 

Of meanness in hei uniesisting life 
Then then eyes vext hei , for on enteiing 
He had cast the curtains of their seat 
aside — j 

Black velvet of the costliest — she hei self 
Had seen to that fain hid she closed 
them now, 

Yet daied not stir to do it, only near’d 
Her husband inch by inch, but when she 
hid, 

Wifthke, hei hind in one of his, he veil’d 
His face with the othei, and it once, as 
. falls 

A creepei when the pi op is biokcn, fell 
The woniin shucking it his feet, and 
swoon’d 

Then her own people boie along the nave 
Hei pendent hinds, ind niiiow meigre 
fice 

Seam’d with the shallow caies of fifty 
yeais 

And her the Lord of all the landscape 
round 

Ev’n to Its last hoiizon, and of ill 
Who peel’d it him so keenly, follow’d 
out 

Tall and erect, but m the middle aisle 
Reel’d, is a footsoie o\ in ciowded 
ways 

Stumbling icioss the iniiket to his death, 
Unpitied , foi he gioped as blind, ind 
seem’d 

Alw ays about to fall, giasping the pews 


And oaken finials till he touch’d the 
door. 

Yet to the lychgate, where his chanot 
stood, 

Stiode fiom the porch, tall and erect 
again 

But nevermore did eithei pass the gate 
Save under pall with beaiers In one 
month, 

Thio’ weaiy and yet evei weaiier houis. 
The childless mother went to seek hei 
child , 

And when he felt the silence of his house 
About him, and the change and not the 
change. 

And those fixt eyes of painted ancestois 
Staling for ever from then gilded walls 
On him their last descendant, his own 
head 

Began to dioop, to fall , the man became 
Imbecile , his one woid was ‘ desolate ,’ 
Dead foi two years hefoie his death was 
he , 

But when the second Chiistmas came, 
escaped 

His keepeis, and the silence which he fdt, 
To find a deeper m the naiiow gloom 
By wife and child, noi wanted at his 
end 

The daik letinue leveiencing death 
At golden thiesholds, noi from lendei 
heaits. 

And those who soirow’d o’ei a vanish’d 
lace, 

Pity, the violet on the tp ant’s grave 
Then the gieat Hall was wholly bioken 
down, 

And the bioad woodland paicell’d into 
faims , 

i And wheie the two contrived then 
daughter’s good, 

Lies the hawk’s cast, the mole has made 
his lun, 

The hedgehog underneath the plantain 
bores. 

The labbit fondles his own liaimlcss face, 
The slow worm ciecps, and the thin 
weasel there 

Follows the mouse, ind all is open field 
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SEA DREAMS 

A CITY cleik, but gently born and bied , 
His wife, an unknown artist’s oiphm 
child — 

One babe was theirs, a Maigaiet, thiee 
years old 

1 hey, thinking that her clear germander 
eye 

Droopt in the giant factoried city gloom, 
Came, with a month’s leave given them, 
to the sea 

For which his gams weie dock’d, howc\cr 
small 

Small weie Ins gams, and haid his woik, 
besides, 

Then slendei household foi tunes (foi the 
man 

Had risk’d his little) like the little thiift, 
Tiembled in perilous places o’ci a deep 
And oft, when sitting all alone, his face 
Would darken, as he cursed his credulous 
ness, 

And that one unctuous mouth which luied 
him, logue. 

To buy strange shaies in some Peruiian 
mine 

Now seaward bound foi health they gam d 
a coast, 

All sand and cliff and deep inrunmng cave, 
At close of day , slept, woke, and went 
the next, 

The Sabbath, pious variers fiom the 
church, 

To chapel , whcie a heated pulpiteer, 
Not preaching simple Chnst to simple men, 
Announced the coming doom, and ful 
mmated 

Against the scailet woman and her creed , 
For sideways up he swung his arms, and 
shriek’d 

‘Thus, thus with \iolence,’ ev’n as if he 
held 

The Apocalyptic millstone, and himself 
Weie that great Angel , ‘ Thus with 
violence 

Shall Babylon be cast into the sea , 

Then comes the close ’ The gentle 
hearted wife 


Sat shuddeimg at the rum of a v^orkl , 
He at his own but when the woi dy stoi m 
Had ended, forth they came and piced 
the shoie, 

Ran in and out the long sea-framing ca\ es, 
Drank the laigc air, and saw, but sciice 
believed 

(The sootflake of so many a summci still 
Clung to then fancies) that they saw , the sea 
So now on sand they walk’d, and now on 
cliff, 

I ingcring about the th3.my piomontoiies, 
1 ill all the sails weie dail en’d in the w est. 
And 1 osed in the east then homcwai d and 
to bed 

Wheieshe, who kept a tender Chri'^tnn 
hope, 

Haunting a holy text and still to that 
Reluming, as the bird returns, at night, 
‘Let not the sun go down upon your 
wrath,’ 

Said, ‘Love, foigivc him ’ hut he ditl not 
speak , 

And silenced liy tint silence laj^ the wife, 
Remcmbeiing hei clcai Lord who died foi 
all, 

And musing on the little lives of men, 
And how they mai this little by then feutls 

But wluk the two weie sleeping, a full 
tide 

Lose with giound swell, which, on the 
foiemost locks 

louchmg, iipjettcd in spats of wild sea 
smoke, 

And scaled in sheets of w asleful fo tin, and 
fell 

In vast sea-cataracts — e\ei and anon 
Dead claps of thundei fiom w ithm theelifls 
Heard thio’ the living loxi At this the 
babe, 

Iheir Maigaiot ciadled ncai them, Wiiil’d 
and woke 

The mothei, and the fathei suddenl) cued, 
‘A wicck, a wncck’’ then turn’d, ind 
gioanmg said, 

‘ h 01 gi\ e ’ How many w ill s i} , ‘ ‘ for 
gue,” md Iind 

A soit of absolution in the sound 
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To hate a little longei ’ No , the sin 
Thai neithei God noi man can 'well foi- 
give, 

Hypocrisy, I saw at in him at once 
Is It so tiue that second thoughts aie best^ 
Not first, and thud, which aie a npei first? 
Too iipe, loo late ’ they come too late 
foi use 

Ah love, theie surely lives in man and*! 
beast 

Something divine to wain them of their 
foes 

And such a sense, when fiist I fronted him, 
Said, “ friist him not but aftei, when 
I came 

To know him moie, I lost it, knew him 
less , 

Fought with what seem’d my own un 
chanty , 

Sat at his table , drank his costly wines 
Made more and moie allowanec foi his 
talk , 

Went furthci, fool ’ and trusted him with 
all. 

All my pool sci apings fiom a dozen ycais 
Of dust and deskwork theie is no such 
mine, 

None, but I'gulf of nun, swallow mg gold, 
Not making Ruin’d ’ luin’d ’ the sea 
loars 

Ruin a feaiful night ’ ’ 

‘ Not feaiful , fan,’ 

S nd the good wife, ^ if eveiy star in 
heaven 

Can make it fan you do but 1 eai the tide 
Had you ill dieams^’ 

‘ O yes,’ he said, ‘ I di earn'd 
Of such a tide swelling tow aid the land, 
And I from out the boundless outei deep 
Swept with it to the shoie, and entei’d one 
Of those daik ca%cs that lun beneath the 
eliffb 

I thought the motion of the boundless deep 
bore Ihio’ the ea\e, and I was heaved 
upon it 

III daikncss then I saw one lovely 'tar 
laigci and laigei “^Yhat a vnuld,” I 
thought, 


‘‘lo live in but in moving on I found 
Only the landwaid exit of the cave, 
Blight 'With the sun upon the stieam 
beyond 

And neai the light a giant w^oman sat, 
zVll over eaithy, like a piece of eaitli, 

A pickaxe m hei hand then out I slipt 
Into a land all sun and blossom, tiees 
As high as heaven, and evciy bud that 
sings 

And heie the night light flickenng in my 
eyes 
Awoke me ’ 

‘That was then yoin dieam,’ she said, 

‘ Not sad, but sweet ’ 

‘ So sweet, I lay,’ said he, 
‘And mused upon it, diifting up the 
stieam 

In fancy, till I slept again, and pieced 
The bioken vision , foi I cli earn’d that still 
Iht motion of the gieat deep bore me on, 
And that the woman walk’d upon the 
blink 

I \' onder’d at hei sticngth, and ask’d hei 
of it 

“ It came,” she said, “ by working m the 
mines ” 

0 then to ask hci of my shaies, I thought , 
And ask d , but not \ woid , she shook 

her head 

And then the motion of the cuiient ceased, 
And Iheic "was i oiling tliundei , ind v\t 
leach’d 

A mountain, like a wall of bins and 
thorns , 

But she with hei sliong feet up the steep 
hill 

Tiod out a path I follow'd , and at top 
She pointed seawaid theie a fieet ol 
glass, 

lhat seem’d a fleet ofjcvels undei me, 
Sailing ilong liefoie a gloomy cloud 

1 hat not one moment ceased to thunder, 

past 

In sunshine light aciossilsliatklheieh}, 
Dowui 111 the watei, a long reef of gold, 
()i vvlnt Sv^eiii’d gold ind J was glul at 
In I 
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To think that in our often ransaclv’d woild 
Still so much gold was left , and then I 
fear’d 

Lest the gay navy theie should splintei 
on it, 

And fearing waved my arm to warn them 
off, 

An idle signal, for the buttle fleet 
(I thought I could have died to save it) 
neai’d, 

Touch’d, clink’d, and clash’d, and 
vanish’d, and I woke, 

I heaid the clash so cleaily Now I see 
My dream was Life , the woman honest 
Work , 

And my pooi ventuie but a fleet of glass 
Wieck’d on a reef of visionaiy gold ’ 

‘Nay,’ said the kindly wife to comfoit 
him, 

‘ You laised youi aim, you tumbled down 
and broke 

The glass with little Maigaiet’s medicine 
in It , 

And, bieakmg that, you made and broke 
your dream 

A tnfle makes a dieam, a tiifle bieaks ’ 

‘No trifle,’ groan’d the husband, 
‘ yesterday 

I met him suddenly m the stieel, and ask’d 
That which I ask’d the woman m my 
dream 

Like hei, he shook his head “Show me 
the books ’ ” 

He dodged me with a long and loose 
account 

“The books, the books ’ ” but he, he could 
not wait, 

Bound on a matter he of life and death 
When the great Books (see Darnel seven 
and ten) 

Weie open’d, I should find he meant me 
well , 

And then began to bloat himself, and ooze 
All over with the fat affectionate smile 
That makes the widow lean ‘ ‘ My dearest 
friend, 

Have faith, have faith ’ We live by faith,” 
said he , 


“ And all things woik togethei foi the good 
Of those” — It makes me sick to quote him 
—last 

Giipt my hand haid, and with God bless 
you went 

I stood like one that had received a blow 
I found a haid fiiend in his loose accounts, 
A loose one in the hard giip of his hand, 
A cuise in his God bless-you then my 
eyes 

Puisued him down the street, and fai 
away, 

Among the honest shouldeis of the crowd, 
Read rascal in the motions of his back, 
And scoundrel in the supple sliding knee ’ 

‘Was he so bound, pooi soul?’ said 
the good wufe , 

‘ So are we all but do not call him, love. 
Before you prove him, rogue, and piovccl, 
forgive 

His gam IS loss , for he that wiongs his 
friend 

Wiongs himself more, and ever bcais 
about 

A silent court of justice m his breast, 
Himself the judge and juiy, and himself 
The piiboner at the bu, cvci condemn’d 
And that diags down his lift then comes 
what comes , 

Ileieaftei and he me ml, he said he 
meant, 

Teihaps he meant, or partly meant, jou 
well ’ 

‘“With all his conscience and one eye 
askew ” — 

Love, let me quote these lines, that you 
may leain 

A man is likewise counsel foi himself. 
Too often, in that silent couit of youis — 
“With all his conscience and one e}e 
askew, 

So false, he paitly took himsell for true , 
Whose pious talk, when most his heait 
was diy, 

Made wet the ciafty ciowsfoot lound Ins 
eye, 

I Who, never naming God except for gain, 
1 So nevei took that useful name m vain, 
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Made Him his catspaw and the Cross his 
tool, 

And Chiist the bait to trap his dupe and 
fool, 

Nor deeds of gift, but gifts of giace he 
foiged, 

And snake like slimed his victim eie he 
goiged , 

And oft at Bible meetings, o’er the lest 
Aiising, did his holy oily best, 

Dropping the too rough H m Hell and 
Heaven, 

To spread the Woid by which himself 
hid Ihiiven ” 

How like you this old satiie 

* Nay, * she said, 

* I loathe it he had nevei kindly heart, 
Noi ever cared to hettei his own kind, 
Who fiist wiote satiie, with no pity in it 
But will you heai my drcim, for I hid one 
That altogether went to music ^ Still 
It awed me ’ 

Then she told it, having dieini’d 
Of that same coast 

— But round the Noith, a light, 

A belt, it seem’d, of luminous vapour, la}, 
And cv ei in it a low musicil note 
Swell’d up ind died , and, as it swell’d, 
a ndge 

Of breaker issued from the belt, and still 
Grew with the growing note, and when 
the note 

Had reach’d a thunderous fulness, on 
those clitfs 

Broke, mixt with awful light (the same as 
that 

Living within the belt) wheieby she saw 
That all those lines of cliffs weie cliffs no 
more. 

But huge cathedial fronts of eveiy age, 
Grave, ffoiid, stern, as far as eye could see, 
One after one and then the great ndge 
drew, 

Lessening to the lessening music, back. 
And past into the belt and svell’d again 
Slowly to music evci when it biokc 
The statues, king oi saint, oi founder fell , 
II 


Then from the gaps and chasms of lum 
left 

Came men and women in dark clusters 
round, 

Some crying, ‘ Set them up < they shall 
not fall ’ ’ 

And otheis, ‘ Let them lie, for they have 
faU’n ’ 

And still they strove and w rangled and 
she giieved 

In her strange dieam, she knew not vvh} , 
to find 

Their wildest wailings nevei out of tune 
With that sweet note , and ever as then 
shrieks 

Ran highest up the gamut, that gieat wa\e 
Returning, while none mark’d it, on the 
croud 

Broke, mixt with awful light, and show’d 
their eyes 

Glaiing, and passionate looks, and swept 
away 

The men of flesh and blood, and men of 
stone. 

To the waste deeps together 

‘ Then I fixt 

My wistful eyes on two fan images, 

Both crown’d with stars and high among 
the stais, — 

The Viigin Motliei standing with her 
child 

High up on one of those daik minstei 
fionts — 

Till she began to totter, and the child 
Clung to the mother, and sent out a ciy 
Which mixt with little Margai ct’s, rnd I 
woke, 

And my dieam awed me — well — but 
what aie dreams ^ 

Youis came but fiom the breaking of a 
glass, 

And mine but fiom the crying of a 
child ’ 

‘ Child ^ No ’’ said he, ‘but this tide’s 
loai, and his, 

Our Boanerges with his line its of doom, 
And loud -Inner’ cl Antibabylonianisms 
(Altho’ I giant but little music theie) 

J> 2 
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Went both to make your dieam but if 
there weie 

A music haimonizing oui wild cries, 
Sphere music such as that you dream’d 
about, 

Why, that would make oui passions far 
too like 

The discords dear to the musician N o — 
One shiiek of hate would jai all the h^ mns 
of heaven 

True Devils with no ear, they howl m tune 
With nothing but the Devil 

' “ Tiue ” indeed ' 

One of our town, but later by an houi 
Heie than ouiselves, spoke with me on 
the shoie , 

While you were lunnmg down the sands, 
and made 

The dimpled flounce of the sea furbelow 
flap, 

Good man, to please the child She 
bi ought stiange news 
Why weie you silent when I spoke to- 
night ^ 

I had set my heart on your forgiving him 
Before you knew We must forgive the 
dead ’ 

* Dead ’ who is dead 

* The man >our eye pursued 
A little after you had parted with him, 
He suddenly dropt dead of heait disease ’ 

‘Dead^ he? of heait disease? what heart 
had he 

To die of? dead ’’ 

‘ Ah, dearest, if there be 
A devil in man, there is an angel too. 
And if he did that wrong you charge him 
with, 

His angel bioke his heart But youi 
rough voice 

(You spoke so loud) has roused the child 
again 

Sleep, little birdie, sleep ’ will she not 
sleep 

Without her ‘‘little bii die”? well then, 
sleep, 

And I will sing you “birdie 


^ Saying this, 

The woman half turn’d lound fiom him 
, she loved. 

Left him one hand, and reaching thro’ 
the night 

Hei other, found (for it was close be 
side) 

And half embraced the basket cradle 
head 

With one soft aim, which, like the plnnt 
bough 

That moving moves the nest and nestling, 
sway’d 

The ciadle, while she sang this baby song 

What does little hiidie saj 
In her nest at peep of day ? 

Let me fly, says little bn die, 
Mother, let me fly away 
Bn die, rest a little longer, 

Till the little wings are stiongei 
So she rests a little longer, 

1 hen she flics away 

What does little baby say, 

In hei bed at peep of da> ? 

Baby says, like little bn die, 

Let me rise and fly away 
Baby, sleep a little longci, 

Till the little limbs are stiongei 
If she sleeps a little longci, 

Baby too shall fly away 

‘She sleeps let us too, let all evil, 
sleep 

He also sleeps — anothei sleep than 
ours 

He can do no moie wiong foigive him, 
dear, 

And I shall sleep the soundei ’ ’ 

Then the man, 

‘ His deeds yet live, the woist is yet to 
come 

Yet let youi sleep for this one night be 
sound 

I do foigive him * ’ 

‘ Thanks, my love,’ she said, 

* Youi own will be the sweeter,’ and they 
slept 
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Lucilia, wedded to Lucretius, found 
Ilei master cold , for when the morning 
flush 

Of passion and the fiist embrace had died 
Between them, tho’ he lov’d her none the 
less, 

Yet often when the woman heaid his foot 
Return from pacings in the field, and ran 
To greet him with a loss, the master took 
Small notice, oi austerely, for — his mind 
Half buried in some weightier argument, 
Or fancy, borne perhaps upon the rise 
And long loll of the Hexametei — ^he past 
To tuin and pondei those three hundred 
scrolls 

Left by the Teachei, whom he held divine 
She brook’d it not , but wrathful, petulant, 
Di earning some rival, sought and found 
a witch 

Who brew’d the philtre which had power, 
they said, 

To lead an errant passion home again 
And this, at times, she mingled with his 
dnnk, 

And this destioy’d him , foi the wicked 
broth 

Confused the chemic labour of the blood. 
And tickling the biute biain within the 
man’s 

Made havock among those tendei cells, 
and check’d 

His power to shape he loathed himself , 
and once 

Aftei a tempest woke upon a morn 
That mock’d him with returning calm, 
and cried 

‘ Storm in the night ' foi thrice I heaid 
the ram 

Rushing , and once the flash of a 
thunderbolt — 

Methought I nevei saw so fierce a fork — 
Stiuck out the streaming mountain side, 
and show’d 

A riotous confluence of watci courses 
Blanching and billowing m a hollow of it, 
Where all but yester-cve was dusty-diy 


'Stoim, and what di earns, ye holy 
Gods, what dreams ’ 

For thrice I waken’d after dreams Pei- 
chance 

We do but recollect the dreams that come 
J ust ei e the w aking terrible ’ foi it seem’d 
A void was made in Nature , all hei bonds 
Clack’d, and I saw the flaring atom 
sti earns 

And toi rents of her myriad universe, 
Ruining along the illimitable inane, 

Fly on to clash togethei again, and make 
Another and another fiame of things 
For evei that was mine, my dream, I 
knew it — 

Of and belonging to me, as the dog 
With mwaid yelp and lestless forefoot 
plies 

His function of the woodland but the 
next ! 

I thought that all the blood by Sylla shed 
Came driving lainlike down again on 
earth, 

And wheie it dash’d the reddening mea- 
dow, sprang 

No dragon war iiorsfiom Cadmean teeth, 
For these I thought my dieam would 
show to me, 

But gills, Hetairai, cuiious in then art, 
lined animalisms, vile as those that made 
The mulbeiry- faced Dictator’s oigies 
worse 

Than aught they fable of the quiet Gods 
And hands they mixt, and yell’d and 
round me diove 

In nan owing circles till I yell’d again 
Half suffocated, and sprang up, and saw — 
Was it the first beam of my latest day ^ 

‘ Then, then, fiom uttei gloom stood 
out the breasts, 

The bieasts of Helen, and hoveringly x 
swoid 

Now ovei and now under, now diiect, 
Pointed itself to pierce, but sank down 
shamed 

At all that beauty , and as I staled, a fiie 
The file that left a loofless Ilion, 

Shot out of them, and scoich’d me that 
I woke 
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‘Is this thy vengeance, holy Venus, 
thine, 

Because I would not one of thine own 
doves, 

Not ev’n a lose, weie offer’d to thee"? 
thine, 

Foigetful how my rich piooemion makes 
Thy gloiy fly along the Italian field, 

In lays that will outlast thy Deity? 

‘Deity? nay, thy worshippers My 
tongue 

Tnps, or I speak profanely Winch of 
these 

Angers thee most, or angers thee at all ? 
Not if thou be’st of those who, far aloof 
Fiom envy, hate and pity, and spite and 
scorn. 

Live the gieat life which all our gieatest 
fain 

Would follow, center’d in eternal calm 

‘ Nay, if thou canst, O Goddess, like 
oui selves 

Touch, and be touch’d, then would I ci/ 
to thee 

To kiss thy Mayors, roll thy tender arms 
Round him, and keep him from the lust 
of blood 

That mihes a steaming slaughter-house 
of Rome 

‘ Ay, but I meant not thee , I meant 
not her, 

Whom all the pines of Ida shook to see 
Slide from that quiet heaven of hers, and 
tempt 

The Trojan, while his neat-herds were 
abroad , 

Nor her that o’er her wounded hunter 
wept 

Her Deity false in human amorous teais , 
Nor whom her beardless apple arbiter 
Decided faiiest Rather, O ye Gods, 
Poet like, as the great Sicilian called 
Calliope to giace his golden verse — 

Ay, and this Kypiis also — did I take 
That populai name of thine to shadow 
foith 

The all-generatmg powers and genial heat 


Of Nature, when she stukes tin o’ the 
thick blood 

Of cattle, and light is laige, and lambs 
are glad 

Nosing the mothci’s uddei, and the bud 
Makes his hent \oice amid the blaze of 
flow ers 

Which things appear the woik of might} 
Gods 

‘The Gods’ and if I go wvwoik is 
left 

Unfinish’d— •// I go The Gods, who 
haunt 

The lucid mteispacc of woild and woild, 
Wheie nevei creeps a cloud, oi moves a 
wind, 

Noi ever falls the least white stai of 
snow^ 

Noi ever lowest roll of thunder moans, 
Noi sound of human soirow mounts to 
mai 

Their saciccl evei lasting calm ' and such, 
Not all so fine, noi so divine a cilm. 

Not such, noi all unlike it, man nia} gam 
Letting his own life go The (locls, the 
Gods ’ 

If all be atoms, how then should the 
Gods 

Bang atomic not be dissoluble, 

Not follow the gicil hw? My masia 
held 

That Gods there aio, foi all men so 
believe 

I prest my footsteps into his, and meant 
Surely to lead my Memmius m a tiain 
Of flowei) clauses onward to the pi oof 
That Gods theie aie, and deathless 
Meant ? I meant ? 

I have foigotten what I meant my mind 
Stumbles, and all my faculties are lamed 

‘Look wheic another of oui Gods, the 
Sun, 

Apollo, Delius, 01 of older use 
All seeing Hyperion— what >ou will — 
Has mounted yondci , since he nevei 
swaie, 

Except his wiath were wi cak’d on 
wi etched man, 
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That he \\ ould only shine among the dead 
Heieaftei , tales ’ foi never yet on eaith 
Could dead flesh creep, oi bits of roast 
ing ox 

Moan round the spit— noi knows he 
what he sees , 

King of the East allho’ he seem, and giit 
With song and flame and fragrance, slowly 
lifts 

His golden feet on those empurpled staiis 
1 hat climb into the windy halls of 
heaven 

And here he glances on an eye new boin, 
And gets foi greeting but a wail of pain , 
And heie he stays upon a fieezmg oib ! 
That fam would gaze upon him to the 
last , 

And here upon a yellow eyelid fall’n 
And closed by those who mourn a fiiend 
in vain, 

Not thankful that his troubles arc no 
more 

And me, altho’ his fire is on my face 
Blinding, he sees not, nor at all can tell 
Whethei I mean this day to end myself, 
Oi lend an car to Plato wheie he says. 
That men like soldieis may not quit the 
post 

Allotted by the Gods but he that holds 
The Gods aie careless, wheiefoic need he 
care 

Gieatly foi them, nor rathci plunge at 
once, 

Being lioublcd, wholly out of sight, and 
sink 

Past eaithquakc — ay, and gout and stone, 
that break 

Body towaid death, and palsy, death in 
life, 

And wretched age — and worst disease of 
all. 

These piodigies of myiiad nakednesses, 
And twisted shapes of lust, unspeakable. 
Abominable, stiangeis at my health 
Not welcome, harpies miring e\eiy dish, 
1 he phantom husks of something foully 
done, 

An<I fleeting tluo* the boundless umveise, 
And blasting the long quiet of my breast 
With animal heat and due insanity^ 


* How should the mind, except it loved 
them, clasp 

These idols to heiself ? or do they fly 
Now thinnei, and now thickei, like the 
flakes 

In a fall of snow, and so press in, perforce 
Of multitude, as crowds that m an lioui 
Of CIVIC tumult jam the doois, and beai 
The keepeis down, and throng, then lags 
and they 

The basest, fai into that council hall 
Wheie sit the best and stateliest of the 
land? 

‘Can I not fling this horroi off me 
again. 

Seeing with how great ease Natuie can 
smile, 

Balmier and noblei fiom hei bath of 
stoim. 

At random lavage and how easily 
The mountain theie has cast his cloudy 
slough. 

Now toweling o’ei him m seienest an, 

A mountain o’er a mountain, — ay, and 
within 

All hollow as the hopes and fcais of 
mcn^ 

‘ But who was he, that in the gaidcn 
snared 

Picus and Faunus, rustic Gods? a talc 
To laugh at — moie to laugh at in my self — 
For look ’ what is it ? theie ? yon arbutu> 
Totters , a noiseless not undcineath 
Stukes thiough the wood, sets all the 
tops quivcimg — 

The mountain quickens into Nymph and 
Faun , 

And lieic an Oiead — how the sun delights 
To glance and shift about hei slipptiy 
sides, 

And rosy knees and supple loiindedncss, 
And budded bosom peaks — who this way 

lUllS 

Bcfoie the lest — A satyi, a sa<}i, see, 
Follows , but him I jno\ed impossilile 
Twy natiiied is no mtuie yet he draws 
Neaier and ncaier, and I scan him now 
Bcastliei than any phantom of his kind 
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That evei butted his lough brothei brute 
For lust or lusty blood or provendei 
I hate, abhor, spit, sicken at him , and 
jshe 

Loathes him as well , such a piecipitate 
heel, 

Fledged as it were with Mercury’s ankle- 
wing, 

Whiils her to me but will she fling 
heiself, 

Shameless upon me^ Catch her, goat- 
foot nay. 

Hide, hide them, million my i tied wildei- 
ness, 

And cavern-shadowing laurels, hide ^ do 
I wish — 

What? — that the bush weie leafless? oi 
to whelm 

All of them in one massacie ? O ye Gods, 
I laiow you careless, yet, behold, to you 
From childly wont and ancient use I 
call— 

I thought I lived secuiely as yourselves — 
No lewdness, nairowing envy, monkey- 
spite. 

No madness of ambition, avaiice, none 
No larger feast than under plane or pine 
With neighbours laid along the grass, to 
take 

Only such cups as left us fnendly-warm. 
Affirming eacll his own philosophy — 
Nothing to mar the sobci majesties 
Of settled, sweet, Epicuiean life 
But now It seems some unseen monster 
lays 

His vast and filthy hands upon my will, 
Wrenching it backward mto his , and 
spoils 

My bliss m being , and it was not gieat , 
For save when shutting leasons up in 
rhythm, 

Or Heliconian honey in living words. 

To make a truth less haish, I often grew 
Tired of so much within oui little life, 

Oi of so little in oiu little life — 

Poor little life that toddles half an houi 
Crown’d with a flower oi two, and theie 
an end — 

And since the noblei pleasuie seems to 
fade, 


Why should I, beastlike as I find myself, 
Not manlikeend myselP— our pinilege — 
What beast has heart to do it ? And what 
man. 

What Roman would be dragg’d in tiiumph 
thus ^ 

Not I , not he, who beais one name with 
hei 

Whose death blow stiuck the dateless 
doom of kings, 

When, brooking not the Tarquin in her 
veins, 

She made hei blood in sight of Collatine 
And all his peers, flushing the guiltless 
air. 

Spout fiom the maiden fountain in hei 
heait 

And fiom it spi mg the Commonwealth, 
which bleaks 
As I am breaking now ’ 

‘ And theiefoie now 
Let her, that is the womb and tomb of all, 
Gieat Natuie, lake, and foieing fai apart 
Those blind beginnings that li ive m ide 
me man. 

Dash them anew togethei at hci will 
Till o’ all hei cycles — into nun once inoic, 
Or beast or bud oi hsli, oi opulent flowei 
But till this cosmie ouler every wheic 
Shattei’d into one caithquake m one day 
Clacks all to pieces, — and that hoiu 
pcihaps 

Is not so fai when momentary man 
Shall seem no moic a something to him 
self, 

But he, his hopes and hales, his homes 
and fanes, 

And even his bones long laid within the 
gra\e, 

The veiy sides of the gia\e itself shill pass, 
Vanishing, atom and void, atom and void, 
Into the unseen foi evei, — till that houi, 
My golden work m winch I told a tuith 
That stays the i oiling Ixioman wheel, 
And numbs the Fuiy’s nnglet snake, and 
plucks 

The moital soul fiom out immortal hell, 
Shall stand ay, suiely then it fails at 
last 
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And perishes as I must , foi 0 Thou, 
Passionless bride, divine Tranquillity, 
Yearn’d after by the v^isest of the wise, 
Who fail to find thee, being as thou ait 
Without one pleasure and without one 
pain, 

Howbeit I know thou surely must be mine 
Or soon or late, yet out of season, thus 
I woo thee roughly, for thou caiest not 
How roughly men may woo thee so they 
win — 

Thus — thus the soul flies out and dies 
in the air * 


With that he drove the knife into his 
side 

She heard him raging, heard him fall , 
ran in. 

Beat breast, tore han, cued out upon 
heiself 

As having fail’d in duty to him, shriek’d 

That she but meant to win him back, fell 
on him, 

Clasp’d, kiss’d him, wail’d he answer’d, 
‘ Care not thou ’ 

Thy duty^ What is duty? Faie thee 
well 


THE PRINCESS, 

A MEDLEY 


PROLOGUE 

Sir Walter Vivian all a summer’s day 

Gave his broad lawns until the set of sun 

Up to the people thithei flock’d at noon 

Ills tenants, wife and child, and thither 
half 

The neighbouring borough with then 
Institute 

Of which he was the patron I was 
theie 

From college, visiting the son, — the son 

A Walter too, — with others of our set. 

Five others we were seven at Vivian 
place 

And me that morning Waller show’d 
the house, 

Greek, set with busts from vases in the 
hall 

Flowers of all heavens, and lovelier than 
then names, 

Grew side by side , and on the pavement 
lay 

Caived stones of the Abbey lum m the 
park. 

Huge Ammonites, and the first bones of 
lime , 

And on the tables every clime and age 


Jumbled together , celts and calumets, 

Claymoie and snowshoe, toys in lava, 
fans 

Of sandal, ambei, ancient rosanes, 

Laborious oiient ivory sphere in sphere, 

The cursed Malayan ciease, and battle- 
clubs 

Fiom the isles of palm and higher on 
the walls. 

Betwixt the monstious horns of elk and 
deer, 

His own forefatheis’ aims and aimoui 
hung 

And ‘this’ he said ‘vas Hugh’s at 
Agincouit , 

And that was old Su Ralphs at As 
calon 

A good knight he ’ we keep a chronicle 

With all about him ’ — which he bi ought, 
and I 

Dived m a hoaid of tales that dealt with 
knights, 

Half- legend, half histone, counts and 
kings 

Who laid about them at then wills and 

I died , 

I And mixt with these, a lady, one that 

1 arm’d 
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Hei own fair head, and sallying thxo’ inc 
gate, 

Had beat hei foes with slaughtei fioin 
hei walls 

‘ 0 miracle of women,’ said the book, 
O noble heart who, being stiait besieged 
By this wild king to force her to his wish, 
Nor bent, noi bioLe, noi shunn’d a 
soldier’s death, 

But now when all was lost or seem’d as 
lost — 

Her statuie more than moital in the burst 
Of suniise, her aim lifted, eyes on (iic — 
Brake with a blast of trumpets from the 
gate. 

And, falling on them like a thunderbolt, 
bhe tiamplcd some beneath hu hoisc^’ 
heels, 

And some -weie whelm’d with missile > of 
the wall, 

And some were push’d with lancts from 
the rock, 

And pait weie drown’d within the wlml 
ing brook 

O miiacle of noble worn inhood ’’ 

So sang the gallant glorious ch’cnicle , 
And, I all rapt in this, ‘Come out,’ he 
said, 

‘ To the Abbey theic is Aunt Eluabcth 
And sistei Lihxwith the ’ We went 
(I kept the hook ind had my lingei in it) 
Down thio’ the park stiange was the 
sight to me , 

Foi all the sloping pastuic murmur d, 
sown 

With happy faces and with holida) 
rheie moved the multitude, a thousand 
heads 

The patient leaders of their Institute 
Taught them with facts One reai’d a 
font of stone 

And drew, from butts of water on the 
slope. 

The fountain of the moment, playing, 
now 

A twisted snake, and now a xain of pearls, 
Or s^eep up spout w'heicon the gilded 
ball 


Danced like a \/isp and somewh d lower 
down 

A man with knobs and wires and viils 
*fiied 

A cannon Echo answei’d m hei sleep 
Fiom hollow fields and heie weie tele 
scopes 

Foi azuie \icv\s, and theie a gioup of 
gills 

In circle w^aited, whom the electiic shock 
Dislmk’cl with shucks and hiightei 
lound the lake 

A little clock woik steamci paddling plied 
And shook the lilies peich’d about the 
knolls 

A dozen angiy models jetted steam 
A petty lailway ran a fire balloon 
Rose gem like up befoic the dusl y gio\es 
And diopt a fauy paiachute and past 
And theic thio’ twenty posts of telegraph 
They flash’d a suiey message to and fio 
Between the mimic stations , so that spoil 
Went hand m hand with Science , otliei 
avhere 

Bure spoil a held of boy » with clainoiu 
howl’d 

Aiid stump’d the wicket , babies roll d 
about 

Like tumbled fruit in eriss, and men 
and mauls 

Aiiangetl a eountiy dance, and flew thio’ 
light 

\nd slndow, whik the Iw angling \iohn 
Sluick up with Soltliei laddu, aiul o\(i 
head 

Ihc broad ambrosial aisles of loft) lime 
Made noise with bees and bieeze fiom 
end to end 

Stiange was the sight and smacking of 
the time , 

And long we gazsd, but satiated at length 
Came to the uuns High aicii’d ind ivy 
claspt, 

Of finest Gothic lightei thm a tiu, 

Thio’ one wide chasm of time and host 
they gave 

The park, the eiowd, tin house , but ill 
w itlun 

The swaid was turn as any garden 1 iw u 
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And heie we lit on Aunt Elizabeth, 

And Liha with the lest, and lady friends 
From neighboui seats and thejre was 
Ralph himself, 

\ broken statue piopt against the wall, 

A gay as any Liha, wild with sport, 
Hail child half woman as she was, had 
wound 

\ scarf of oiange round the stony helm, 
And robed the shouldeis in a rosy silk, 
That made the old wairior fiom his ivicd 
nook 

Glow like a sunbeam iieai his tomb a 
feast 

Shone, silvei set , about it lay the guests, 
And theie we join'd them then the 
maiden Aunt 

Took this fan day for text, and from it 
pleach'd 

An univcisal cultuie foi the ciowd, 

And all things gieat , but we, unwoithier, 
told 

Of college he had climb'd acioss the 
spikes, 

And he had squeezed himself betwixt the 
bars, 

And he had bieath’d the Pioctoi's dogs , 
and ont 

Discuss’d his tutor, xough to common 
men, 

lint honeying at the whispci of a loul , 
And one the Mister, as a loguc m giam 
Vcneei’d with sanctimonious theoiy 

But while they talk’d, above their heads 
I saw 

The feudal warrior iiJ> clad , which 
bi ought 

hly book to mind and opening this I 
lead 

01 old Sir Ralph a page oi two that lang 
With tilt and tourney , then the talc of 
hci 

That drove her foes uith shughtei fiom 
her walls, 

And much I praised her nobleness, and 
‘ Where,' 

Ask'd Waltei, patting I ilia’s head (she lay 
Beside him) ‘lives theie such a woman 
now ^ ' 


Quick answer’d Lilia ‘Theie aie thou- 
sands now 

Such women, but contention beats them 
down 

It IS but bunging up , no more than that 
You men have done it how I hate you 
alH 

Ah, were I something great < I wish I 
were 

Some mighty poetess, I would shame you 
then. 

That love to keep us child len ’ O I wish 
That I weie some great princess, I would 
build 

Far off from men a college like a man’s, 
And I would teach them all that men aie 
taught , 

We are twice as quick ’’ And heie she 
shook aside 

The hand that play'd the pationwith her 
culls 

And one said smiling ‘ Pretty were the 
sight 

If oui old nails could change then sex, 
and flaunt 

With piudes for pioctois, dowogcis for 
deans, 

And swLet gnl gi idinlcs m then golden 
hail 

I think they should not wcai om iiisty 
gowns, 

But move as nch as Empeior moths, or 
Ralph 

Who shines so in the comer , jet I fear, 
If theie weic many Lihas m the biood, 
However deep you might embower the 
t nest, 

Some boy would spy it ' 

At this upon the swaul 
She iapt hei tiny silken sandal’d foot 
‘That's >0111 light way, but I would 
make it death 

For any male thing but to peep at us ’ 

Petulant she spoke, and at hciself she 
laugh'd , 

A losebud set with little wilful thoins, 
And sweet as English an could make hei, 
she 
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But Waltei Imird a scoie of names upon 
her, 

And ^ petty Ogress,’ and ‘ungiateful 
Puss,’ 

And swore he long’d at college, only 
long d, 

All else was well, foi she society 
They boated and they cricketed , they 
talk’d 

At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics , 
They lost then weeks , they vext the 
souls of deans , 

They lode , they betted , made a hundred 
fi lends, 

And caught the blossom of the fljing 
terms, 

But miss’d the mignonette of Vivian place, 
The little hearth-flowei Lilia Thus he 
spoke, 

Pait banter, part affection 

‘ True,’ she said, 
* We doubt not that O yes, you miss’d 
us much 

I’ll stake my ruby img upon it you 
did ’ 

She held it out , and as a paiiot turns 
Up thio’ gilt VI ires a ciafty loving eye. 
And takes a lady’s finger with all ctuc, 
And bites it foi true heait and not foi 
harm, 

So he with Lilia’s Daintily she shi ick’d 
And wi ung it ‘ Doubt my woid again ’ ’ 
he said 

‘ Come, listen ’ hcie is proof that you 
weie miss’d 

We seven stay’d at Christmas up to read , 
And there we took one tutoi as to read 
The hard grain’d Muses of the cube and 
squaie 

Weie out of season never man, I think, 
bo moulder’d in a sinecuie as he 
Foi while our cloisteis echo’d fiosty feet, 
And our long walks weie stupt as baie 
as blooms, 

We did but talk you ovei, pledge you all 
In wassail , often, like as many girls — 
Sick foi the hollies and the yews of home — 
As many little tiiflmg Lilias — play’d 
Charades and riddles as at Christmas here, 


And wkafs my thought and lolun ind 
'where and how^ 

And often told a tale from mouth to mouth 
As heie at Christmas ’ 

She remember’d that 
A pleasant game, she thought she liked 
it moie 

Than magic music, forfeits, all the lest 
But these — what kind of tales did men 
tell men, 

She wondei’d, by themselves^ 

A half disdain 
Perch’d on the pouted blossom of hci lips 
And Walter nodded at me , ^ Ih began, 
The rest would follow, each m turn , and so 
We forged a sevenfold stoiy Kind? 
what kind ? 

Chimeras, ciolehets, Chiistmas solecisms, 
Seven headed monsters only made to kill 
Time by the fiie in winter ’ 

‘ Kill him now , 
The tyunt ’ kill him in the summer too,’ 
Said Lilia , ‘ Wh> not now^’ the maiden 
Aunt 

‘Why not a summei’s as a winter’s tale ? 
A tale foi summer as befits the time, 

And something it should be to suit the 
place, 

Heroic, foi a heio lies beneath, 

Giave, solemn 

Walter waipVl his mouth at this 
To something so mock solemn, that 1 
hugh’d 

And Lilia woke with sudden -sin filing 
mnlh 

An echo like a ghostly woodpcekei, 

Hid in the luins , till the maiden Aunt 
(A little sense of wiong had touch’d hn 
face 

With colour) turn’d to me with ‘As }ou 
will , 

IJeioic if you will, or what }ou will, 

Or be joLii'telf your hcio if you will ’ 

‘Take Liln, then, for heioino’ clam- 
oui’d he, 

‘ And make her some gicat Princess, six 
feet high, 

Gland, epic, homicidal , and be you 
The Pimec to wun hei ’’ 



THE PRINCESS, A MEDLEY 


4S 


‘Then follow me, the Punce,’ 

I answei’d, ‘ each be heio in his turn * 
Seven and yet one, like shadows in a 
dieam — 

Heroic seems our Pimcess as lequiied — 
But something made to suit with Time 
and place, 

A Gothic ruin and a Grecian house, 

A talk of college and of ladies’ nghts, 

A feudal knight in silken masqueiade, 
And, yondei, shrieks and strange experi 
ments 

Foi which the good Sir Ralph had burnt 
them all — 

I his tve7 e a medley ’ we should have him 
back 

Who told the “ Winter’s tale ” to do it 
for ub 

No matter we will say whatever comes 
And let the ladies sing us, if they will, 
From time to time, some ballad oi a song 
1 o give us bieathing-space ’ 

So I began. 

And the rest follow’d and the women 
sang 

Between the loughcr voices of the men, 
Like linnets in the pauses of the wind 
And hcie I give the stoiy and the songs 

I 

A prince I was, blue eyed, and fair in 
face, 

Of temper amoious, as the first of May, 
With lengths of yellow ringlet, like a gal, 
Foi on my ciadle shone the Northern 
star 

There lived an ancient legend in our 
house 

Some sorccier, whom a far ofi grciudsnc 
burnt 

Because he cast no shadow, had fore 
told, 

D} mg, that none of all oui blood should 
know 

The shadow fiom the substance, and that 
one 

Should come to fight with shadows xiid 
to fill 

For so, my mothei said, the stoiy lan 


And, tiuly, waking dieams weie, more ui 
less, 

An old and strange affection of the house 
Myself too had weird seizuies, Heaven 
knows what 

On a sudden in the midst of men and day, 
And while I walk’d and talk’d as hereto- 
fore, 

I seem’d to move among a world of ghosts, 
And feel myself the shadow of a dream 
Our gieat couit Galen poised his gilt-head 
cane, 

And paw’d his beard, and muttei’d 
‘ catalepsy ’ 

My mother pitying made a thousand 
prayers , 

My mothei was as mild as any saint. 
Half-canonized by all that look’d on her, 
So gracious was hei tact and tenderness 
But my good father thought a king a king , 
He cared not for the affection of the house , 
He held his sceptic like a pedant’s wand 
To lash offence, and with long arms and 
hands 

Reach’d out, and pick’d ofienders from 
the mass 
Foi judgment 

Now It chanced that I had been, 
While life was yet in bud and blade, 
betroth’d 

To one, a ncighboui ing Pi incess she tome 
Was pioxy wedded with a bootless calf 
At eight years old , and still from time 
to time 

Came mmmurs of hei beauty fiom the 
South, 

And of her biethien, youths of puissance , 
And still I woie her pictme by my heart, 
And one daik tiess , and all around them 
both 

Sweet thoughts would swaiin as bees about 
then queen 

Bui vhen the days dicw nigh tint I 
should wed, 

My father sent ambassadois with furs 
And jewels, gifts, to fetch hei these 
brought back 

A piesent, a great laboiu of the loom , 
And theiewitlial an answer vague as wind 
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Besides, they saw the king , he took the 
gifts , 

He said there was a compact , that was 
true 

But then she had a will , was he to blame 
And maiden fancies , loved to live alone 
Among her women , certain, would not 
wed 

That morning in the presence room I 
stood 

With Cyril and with Floiian, my two 
friends 

The first, a gentleman of bioken means 
(His father’s fault) but given to stalls and 
buists 

Of revel , and the last, my other heait, 
And almost my half self, foi still we mo\ cd 
Together, twinn’d as hoise’s eai and eye 

Now, while they spake, I saw my 
fathei’s face 

Grow long and tioubled like a nsingmoon, 
Inflamed with wrath he started on his 
feet, 

Tore the king’s lettei, snow’d it down, 
and rent 

The wonder of the loom thro’ waip and 
woof 

From skirt to skirt , and at the last 1 1 
swaie 

That he would send a hundied thousand 
men, 

And bring hei m a whirlwind then he 
chew’d 

The thiice turn’d cud ofwiath, and cook’d 
his spleen. 

Communing with his captains of the war. 

At last I spoke * My fathei, let me go 
It cannot be but some gross eiror lies 
In this report, this answer of a king, 
Whom all men rate as kind and hospit rble 
Oi, maybe, I myself, my bndc once 
seen, 

Whate’ei my gnef to find hei less than 
fame, 

May lue the baigain made ’ And Floiian 
said 

* I have a sister at the foieign court, 


Who moves about the Pr nccss , she, jou 
know, 

Who wedded with a nobleman fi om thence 
He, dying lately, left her, as I heai, 

The lady of thiee castles m that land 
Thro’ hei thismattei might be sifted dean ’ 
And Cyiil whisper’d ‘ Take me with you 
too ’ 

Then laughing 'what, if these weird 
seizures come 

Upon you in those lands, and no one neai 
To point you out the shadow fiom the 
truth » 

Take me I’ll serire you bettei in a stiail . 
I giatc on rusty hinges here ’ but * No ' ’ 
Roar’d the lOugh king, 'you shall not , 
we ouiself 

Will crush hci pretty maiden fancies deid 
In iron gauntlets bieak the council up ’ 

But when the council broke, I lose and 
past 

Thro’ the wild woods that hungal)out the 
town , 

I ound a still place, and pluck’d hci like 
ness out , 

Laid it on flowers, and watch’d it lying 
bathed 

In thegiecn gleam of dewy tasscll’d tiets 
AN hat wcie those fincies^ wheidoie bu ik 
hci tioth? 

Pioud look’d the lips but while I medi 
tated 

A wind aiose and lush’dupon the South, 
And shook the songs, the whispeis, aiitl 
the shrid s 

Of the wild woods togcthei , and a Yoict, 
Went with it, ' Follow, follow, thou shall 
win ’ 

Then, eie the sihei sickle of that month 
Became her golden shield, 1 stole fiom 
court 

AAhth Cyiil and with Flornn, impel ceived, 
Cat footed thio’ the town and half in dien<l 
lo hear my fadiei’s chmoiu at <nu backs 
A^ith Ho f fiom some bay window shake 
the night , 

But all was quiet fiom the bastion’d 
walls 
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Like threaded spiders, one by one, we 
dropt, 

And flying leach’d the fiontiei then we 
crost 

To a liveliei land , and so by tilth and 
giange. 

And vines, and blowing bosks of wildei 
ness, 

We gam’d the mother city thick with 
towers. 

And m the imperial palace found the king 

His name was Gama, crack’d and 
small his voice, 

But bland the smile that like a vvrmklmg 
wind 

On glassy water drove his cheek m lines , 
A little dry old man, without a star, 

Not like a king thiee days he feasted us. 
And on the fourth I spake of why we 
came, 

And my betroth’d ‘ You do us, Piince, ’ 
he said, 

Ailing a snowy hand and signet gem, 
‘All honour We lemembei love our- 
selves 

In oui sweet youth there did a compact 
pass 

Long summers back, a kind of cei emony — 
I think the year in which oui olives 
fail’d 

I would you had hei, Pnnee, with all my 
heait, 

With my full heart but there were 
widows heie, 

Two widows. Lady Psyche, Lady Blanche, 
They fed her theories, m and out of place 
Maintaining that with equal husbandry 
The woman were an equal to the man 
They harp’d on this , with this our ban 
quets lang , 

Oui dances broke and buzz’d in knots of 
talk , 

Nothing but this , my very ears wcie hot 
To heal them knowledge, so my daughter 
held, 

Was all in all they had but been, she 
thought, 

As childien, they must lose the child, 
assume 


The woman then. Sir, awful odes she 
wrote. 

Too awful, suie, for what they treated of, 
But all she is and does is awful , odes 
About this losing o^ the child , and rhymes 
And dismal lyiics, prophesying change 
Beyond all reason these the women sang , 
And they that know such things — I sought 
but peace , 

No cntic I — would call them mastei 
pieces 

They master’d 9ne At last she begg’d a 
boon, 

A certain summer-palace which I have 
Hard by your father’s frontiei I said no, 
Yet being an easy man, gave it and 
theie. 

All wild to found an University 
Por maidens, on the spur she fled , and 
more 

We know not, — only this they see no 
men, 

Not ev’n her brother Aiac, nor the twins 
Her biethren, tho’ they love hei, look 
upon her 

As on a kind of paragon , and I 
(Pardon me saving it) were much loth to 
bleed 

Dispute betwixt myself and mine but 
since 

(And I confess with light) you think me 
bound 

In some sort, I can give you letters to her , 
And yet, to speak the truth, I rate youi 
chance 

AJmost at naked nothing ’ 

Thus the king , 
And I, tho’ nettled that he seem’d to slur 
With garrulous ease and oily courtesies 
Our formal compact, yet, not less (all frets 
But chafing me on fire to find my bride) 
Went forth again with both my friends 
We rode 

Many a long league back to the Noith 
At last 

From hills, that look’d across a land of 
hope. 

We dropt with evening on a rustic town 
Set in a gleaming uver’s crescent-cuive, 
Close at the boundaiy of the libeities , 
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There, entei’d an old hostel, call’d nnne 
host 

To council, plied him with his iichest 
wines, 

And show’d the late writ letteis of the 
king 

He with a long low sibihtion, staied 
As blank as death m marble , then ex- 
claim’d 

Averring it was cleai against all lules 
Foi any man to go but as his biain 
Began to mellow, ' If the king,’ he said, 

* Had given us letteis, was he bound to 
speak ^ 

The king would bear him out and at 
the last — 

The summei of the vine in all his veins — 
‘ No doubt that we might make it worth 
his while 

She once had past that way, he heaid 
her speak , 

She scaled him , life ’ he never saw the 
hke , 

She look’d as grand as doomsday and as 
giave 

And he, he leveienced his liege lady there , 
He always made a point to post with 
mares , 

His daughtei and his housemaid weic the 
boys 

The land, he undei stood, foi miles about 
Was till’d by women , all the swine weie 
sows, 

And all the dogs ’ — 

But while he jested thus, 
A thought flash’d thio’ me which I clothed 
in act, 

Remembenng how we three piesented 
Maid 

Or Nymph, oi Goddess, at high tide of 
feast, 

In masque or pageant at my father’s court 
We sent mine host to purchase female 
gear, 

He biought it, and himself, a sight to 
shake 

The midiiff of despaii with laughter, holp 
To lace us up, till, each, m maiden 
plumes 


We rustled him we gave a costly biibc 
To guerdon silence, mounted oui good 
steeds, 

And boldly ventuied on the liberties 

We follow’d up the iivei as we lode. 
And lode till midnight when the college 
lights 

Began to glitlei fiiefly like in copse 
And linden alky then we past an arch, 
Wheieon a woman statue lose wnth 
wings 

Fiom foui wing’d hoises daik against the 
stais , 

And some msciiption lan along the fiont, 
But deep m shadow fuilhei on we gam’d 
A little sheet half gaidcn and half house , 
But scaice could heai each othei speak 
foi noise 

Of clocks and chimes, like silver hammei s 
falling 

On silvei anvils, and the splash and stii 
Of fountains spouted up and showering 
down 

In meshes of the jasmine and the rose 
And all about us peal’d the nightingale, 
Rapt in her song, and cirdess of the 
snaie 

There stood a bust of Fallas foi a sign. 
By two splicic lamps blazon’d like Heaven 
and Earth 

With constellation and with continent, 
Above an entiy nding in, we call’d , 

A plump arm’d Ostleiess and a stable 
wench 

Came lunning at the call, and help’d us 
down 

Then slept a buxom hostess foith, and 
sail’d, 

Full-blown, befoie us into looms w^hich 
gave 

Upon a pillai’d poich, the bases lost 
In lauiel her we ask’d of that and this, 
And who wtie tutois ‘lady Blanche’ 
she said, 

‘ And Lady Psyche ’ ‘ Which was 

prettiest, 

Best natiiied ‘ Lady Psyche ’ ‘ Hers 

arc we,’ 
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One voice, we cried , and I sat down and 
wrote, 

In such a hand as when a field of com 
Bows all Its ears before the roaiing East, 

‘Three ladies of the Noithem empire 
piay 

Your Highness would enioll them with 
youi own, 

As Lady Psyche’s pupils ’ 

This I seal’d 

The seal was Cupid bent above a scioll, 
And o’er his head Uianian Venus hung, 
And laised the blinding bandage fiom his 
eyes 

I gave the lettei to be sent with dawn , 
And then to bed, where half in doze I 
seem’d 

To float about a glimmering night, and 
watch 

A full sea glazed with muffled moonlight, 
swell 

On some daik slioie just seen that it was 
nch 

II 

As thro’ the land eve we went, 

And pluck d the j ipen d eats, 

We fell out, my wife and I, 

O wt fell out I know not why, 

And kiss’d again with tears 
And blessings on the falling out 
Ihat all the more endears. 

When we fall out with those we love 
And kiss again with tears ’ 

For when we came where lies the child 
We lost in other years, 

There abo\e the little grave, 

O theie abo\e the little giave, 

We kiss d again with teai s 

At break of day the College Portiess 
came 

She bi ought us Academic silks, in hue 
The lilac, with a silken hood to each, 
And zoned with gold , and now when 
these weie on, 

And we as nch as moths fiom dusk 
cocoons, 

She, cuitscymg her obeisance, let us know 
The Princess Ida waited out we paced, 


I first, and following thio’ the poich that 
sang 

All round with laurel, issued in a court 
Compact of lucid marbles, boss’d with 
lengths 

Of classic fneze, with ample awmngs gay 
Betwixt the pillars, and with gieat uins 
of flowers 

The Muses and the Graces, group’d in 
thiees, 

Ennng’d a billowing fountain m the midst , 
And here and tlieie on lattice edges lay 
Or book or lute , but hastily we past, 
And up a flight of stans into the hall 

Theie at a board by tome and paper 
sat, 

With two tame leopaids couch’d beside 
her thione 

All beauty compass’d in a female form, 
The Pnneess , liker to the inhabitant 
Of some clear planet close upon the Sun, 
Than our man’s eaith , such eyes were in 
hei head, 

And so much giace and powei, breathing 
down 

From over her arch’d brows, with eveiy 
turn 

Lived thio’ her to the tips of her long 
hands, 

And to hei feet She rose her height, 
and said 

« We give you welcome not without 
ledound 

Of use and glory to yourselves ye come, 
The fiist fruits of the stranger afteitime, 
And that full voice which ciicles round 
the giave, 

Will rank you nobly, mingled up with me 
What ’ aie the ladies of youi land so 
tall ?’ 

‘We of the couit’ said Cyiil ‘Fiom 
the couit ’ 

She answer’d, ‘then ye know the Prince^’ 
and he 

‘ The climax of his age ’ as tho’ Iheie were 
One lose in all the world, your Highness 
that, 

He worships voui ideal ’ she replied 
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‘ We scarcely thought in our own hall to 
hear 

This barren verbiage, current among men, 
Light coin, the tinsel clink of compliment. 
Your flight from out your bookless wilds 
would seem 

As arguing love of knowledge and of 
power ; 

Your language proves you still the child. 
Indeed, 

We dream not of him : when we set our 
hand 

To this great work, we purposed with 
ourself 

N ever to wed. You likewise will do well, 
Ladies, in entenng here, to cast and fling 
The tiicks, which make us toys of men, 
that so, 

Some future time, if so indeed you will, 
You may with those self-styled our lords 
ally 

Your fortunes, justlier balanced, scale with 
scale.’ 

At those high words, we conscious of 
ourselves, 

Perused the matting ; then an officer 
Rose up, and read the statutes, such as 
these ; 

Not for three years to correspond with 
home j 

Not for three years to cross the liberties ; 
Not for three years to speak with any 
men ; 

And many more, which hastily subscribed, 
We enter’d on the boards : and ‘ Now,’ 
she cried, 

‘Ye are gieen wood, see ye warp not. 
Look, our hall ! 

Our statues ! — not of those that men 
desire, 

Sleek Odalisques, or oracles of mode, 
Nor stunted squaws of West or East ; but 
she 

That taught the Sabine how to rule, and 
she 

The foundress of the Babylonian wall, 
The Carian Artemisia strong in war, 

The Rhodope, that built the pyramid, 
Clelia, Cornelia, with the Palmyrene 


That fought Aurelian, and the Roman 
brows 

Of Agnppina. Dwell with these, and 
lose 

Convention, since to look on noble forms 
Makes noble thro’ the sensuous organism 
That winch is higher. O lift youi natures 
up: 

Embrace oui aims ; work out your free- 
dom. Girls, 

Knowledge is now no more a fountain 
seal’d : 

Drink deep, until the habits of the slave, 
The sins of emptiness, gossip and spite 
And slander, die. Better not be at all 
Than not be noble. Leave us : you may 
go; 

To-day the Lady Psyche will harangue 
The flesh arrivals of the week before ; 
For they press in from all the provinces, 
And fill the hive. ’ 

She spoke, and bowing waved 
Dismissal . back again we crost the couit 
To Lady Psyche’s : as we entei ’d in, 
Theie sat along the forms, like morning 
doves 

That sun their milky bosoms on the 
thatch, 

A patient range of pupils ; she heiself 
Elect behind a desk of satin-wood, 

A quick brunette, well-moulded, falcon- 
eyed, 

And on the hither side, or so she look’d. 
Of twenty summers. At her left, a child, 
In shining draperies, headed like a star. 
Her maiden babe, a double April old, 
Aglaia slept We sat: the Lady glanced: 
Then Florian, but no livelier than the 
dame 

That whisper’d ‘ Asses’ ears,’ among the 
sedge, 

‘ My sister.’ ‘ Comely, too, by all that’s 
fair,’ 

Said Cyril. ‘O hush, hush!’ and she 
began. 

‘ This world was once a fluid haze of 
light, 

Till towaid the centie set the starry tides, 
And eddied into suns, that wheeling cast 
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The planets then the monster, then the 
man , 

Tattoo’d or woaded, wmter-clad in skins, 
Raw from the piime, and crushing down 
his mate , 

As yet we find m baibarous isles, and 
here 

Among the lowest ’ 

Theienpon she took 
A bird’s eye view of all the ungiacious 
past , 

Glanced at the legendaiy Amazon 
As emblematic of a nobler age , 
Appiaised the Lycian custom, spoke of 
those 

That lay at wine with Lar and Luciimo , 
Ran down the Persian, Giecian, Roman 
lines 

Of empiie, and the woman’s state in each, 
How fai from just , till waimmg with hei 
theme 

She fulmined out hei scorn of laws Salique 
And little footed China, touch’d on 
Mahomet 

With much contempt, and came to 
chivalry 

When some lespect, however slight, was 
paid 

To woman, superstition all awry 
llowevci then commenced the dawn a 
beam 

Had slanted foiward, falling in a land 
Of piomise , fiuit would follow Deep, 
indeed. 

Then debt of thanks to her who fiist had 
daied 

To leap the lotten pales of prejudice, 
Disyoke their necks from custom, and 
asseit 

None loidhei than themselves but that 
which made 

Woman and man She had founded , 
the;y must build 

Heie might they learn whatever men weie 
taught 

Let them not fcai some said then heads 
were less 

Some men’s weie small , not they the 
least of men , 

For often fineness compensated size 


Besides the biain was like the hand, and 
giew 

With using, thence the man’s, if moit 
was more , 

He took advantage of his stiength to be 
Fn st in the field some ages had been lost , 
But woman iipen’d eailier, and her life 
Was longer , and albeit their glonous 
names 

Were fewer, scatter’d stars, yet since in 
truth 

The highest is the measure of the man, 
And not the ICaffii, Hottentot, Malay, 
Noi those hoin handed bieakeis of the 
glebe. 

But Homei, Plato, Veiulam , even so 
With woman and in arts of goveinment 
Elizabeth and otheis , aits of wai 
The peasant Joan and others , ailsof giace 
Sappho and others vied with any man 
And, last not least, she who had left her 
place, 

And bow’d her state to them, that thej 
might grow 

To use and powei on this Oasis, lapt 
In the arms of leisuie, sacred fiom the 
blight 

Of ancient influence and scorn 

At last 

She lose upon a wind of piophecy 
Dilating on the future , * eveiywheie 
Two heads m council, two beside the 
health, 

Two in the tangled business of the woild, 
Two m the liberal ofiiccs of life, 

Two plummets dropt for one to sound 
the abyss 

Of science, and the secrets of the mind 
Musician, paintei, sculptor, ciitic, moie 
And everywhere the bioad and bounteous 
Eaith 

Should bear a double giowth of those 
raie couls, 

Poets, whose thoughts eniich the blood 
of the w^orld ’ 

She ended heic, and beckon’d ns the 
rest 

Piitcd, and, glowing full faced welcome, 
she 
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Began to address us, and was moving on 
In gratuktion, till as when a boat 
Taclvs, and the slacken’d sail flaps, all 
her voice 

Falteimg and fluttering in hei throat, she 
cued 

‘ My brother ’ * ‘ Well, my sister ’ ‘ O,’ 
she said, 

‘What do you heie^ and in this diess^ 
and these 

Why who aie these ^ a wolf within the 
fold » 

A pack of wolves ’ the Lord be gracious 
to me < 

A plot, a plot, a plot, to mm all 
‘No plot, no plot,’ he answci’d 
‘ Wi etched boy, 

How saw you not the inscription on the 
gate, 

Lei no man entek in on pain of 

DEATHS’ 

‘ And if I had,’ he answer’d, ‘ who could 
think 

The softer Adams of your Academe, 

O sister, Sirens tho’ they be, wcic such 
As chanted on the blanching bones of 
men^’ 

‘ But you will find it otherwise ’ she said 
‘ You jest ill jesting with edge tools ’ 
my vow 

Binds me to speak, and O that non wall, 
lhat axehkeedgc imUunible, oiu Iletd, 
The Pnneess ’ ‘ Well then, Psyche, take 
my life, 

And nail me like a weasel on a gi ange 
For warning buiy me beside the gate, 
And cut this epitaph above my bones , 
Hue hes a hotkey hy a sista slmn^ 

All foi the com^non ^ood of toomankmd ’ 
‘Let me die too,’ said Cyiil, ‘having 
seen 

And heard the Lady Psyche ’ 

I struck in 

‘Albeit so mask’d, Madam, I love the 
truth , 

Receive it , and m me behold the Piincc 
\ our countryman, aflianced yeais ago 
To the Lady Ida here, for hcie she was. 
And thus (what othei wny vaas left) I 
came ’ 


‘ O Sir, O Prince, I have no country , 
none , 

If any> this , but none Whate’ei I was 
Disrooted, what I am is gi afted here 
Affianced, Sir ? love whispers maj not 
breathe 

Within this vestal limit, and how should 

I, 

Who am not mine, say, live the thunder 
bolt 

Hangs silent , but prepare I speak , it 
falls ’ 

‘ Yet pause,’ I said ‘ foi that inscription 
thcie, 

I think no moie of deadly lurks thciein, 
lhan in a clapper clapping m \ gxith, 
lo scale the fowl from Iruit if more 
there be. 

If moie and acted on, what follows w ai , 
\our own woik mair’d for this your 
Academe, 

\Miichcver side be Victor, in the halloo 
Will topple to the tiumpet down, xml 
pass 

Vith all fair theoiics on^y made to gild 
A stoimlcss summer ’ ‘ Let the Pimccsa 

judge 

Of that’ she said ‘fau-wcll, Sii — and 
to ) ou 

I shudder at the sequel, but I go ’ 

‘Aic }ou tint Lady Psjclu,’ 1 re- 
join’d, 

‘The fifth in line fiom that old Floiian, 
Yet hangs his portiait m mj father’s lull 
(The gaunt old Baion with his beetle blow 
Sun slndcd m the heat of dusty lights) 
As he best! ode my Grandsiie, when he 
fell. 

And all else fled ^ we point to it, and 
we say. 

The loyal warmth of Floiian is not cold, 
But branches cm lent yet m 1 indied 
\eins ’ 

‘Are you that Psyche,’ Floinn added, 
‘she 

With whom I sang about the moining 
hills, 

Flung ball, flew kite, and laced the 
jauple fly, 
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And snaied the squiirel of the glen ^ aie 
you 

That Psyche, wont to bind my throbbing 
brow, 

To smoothe my pillow, mix the foaming 
di aught 

Of fever, tell me pleasant tales, and read 
My sickness down to happy dreams^ aie 
you 

1 hat brother-sister Psyche, both m one ^ 
You wete that Psyche, but what are you 
now?’ 

‘You aie that Psyche,’ Cyril said, ‘for 
whom 

I would be that foi cvei which I seem, 
Woman, if I might sit beside >oui feet. 
And glean your scatter’d sapience ’ 

Then once moic, 

‘ Aie you that Lady Psyche,’ I began, 

‘ That on hei biidrl morn befoie she pa t 
Fiom all hei old companions, when the 
king 

Kiss’d hex pale check, declared that 
ancient ties 

Would still be dear beyond the southern 
hills , 

That weie there any of oiu people there 
In want oi pcul, there was one to heir 
And help them? look ’ for such aie these 
and I ’ 

‘Aic you that Psyche,’ Floiian ask’d, 

‘ to whom. 

In gentler days,youi ai row- wounded fawn 
Came flying while you sat beside the well ? 
The cieatuie laid his muzzle on your lap, 
And sobb’d, and you sobb’d with it, and 
the blood 

Was spiinkled on your kirtle, and you 
wept 

That was fawn’s blood, not brother’s, yet 
you wept 

O by the blight head of my little niece, 
You weie that Psyche, and what iie 
you now ?’ 

‘You aie that Psyche,’ Cyiil said again, 

‘ The mothei of the sweetest little maid, 
lhat ever ciow’d foi kisses ’ 

‘ Out upon It ’ ’ 
She answei’d, ‘peice’ and wdiy slioiild 
1 not play 


The Spaitan Mothci with emotion, be 
The Lucius Junius Brutus of my kind ? 
Him you call gieat he for the common 
weal. 

The fading politics of moital Rome, 

As I might shy this child, if good need 
were, 

Slew both his sons and I, shall I, on 
whom 

The seculai emancipation turns 
Of half this world, be sweivcd fiom light 
to sa\e 

A pnnee, a biotliei ? a little avill I yield 
Best so, peichance, for us, and well foi 
you 

O hard, when love ard duty clash • I feai 
My conscience will not count me fleck- 
less , yet — 

Hear my conditions piomise (otheiwise 
You peiish) as }^ou came, to slip away 
lo-day, to iiioiiow, soon it shall he 
said, 

These women weie too bai barons, would 
not learn , 

They fled, who might haae slnmed us 
promise, all ’ 

What could we else, we piomised each, 
and she, 

Like some wild creature newly caged, 
commenced 

A to and fro, so pacing till she paused 
By Floiian , holding out hei lily arms 
Took both Ins hands, and smiling faintly 
said 

‘ I knew you at the first Iho’ you ha\e 
grown 

You scaice ha\e altci’d I am sad and 
glad 

To see you, Floi lan I give thee to death 

My bi other ’ it was duty spoke, not I 
My needful seeming haishness, paidon li 
Oui mothei, is she well?’ 

; Witli that she kiss’d 

Ills forehead, then, a moment aftei, clung 
About him, and betwixt them blossom’d 
up 

hiom out a common \eiii of memoiy 
Sweet household talk, and pliiase*^ of the 
health, 
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And fax allusion, till the giicious dews 
Began to glisten and to fall and while 
They stood, so rapt, we gazing, came a 
voice, 

‘I brought a message here fiom Lady 
Blanche * 

Back started she, and tuinmg lound we 
saw 

The Lady Blanche’s daughter wheie she 
stood, 

Melissa, with hei hand upon the lock, 

A losy blonde, and in a college gown. 
That clad hei like an Apiil daffodilly 
(Hei mother’s coloiu) with her lips apart, 
And all her thoughts as fair within liei 
eyes, 

As bottom agates seen to wave and float 
In ciystal cmients of cleai morning seas 

So stood that same fan cieatuie at the 
door 

Then Lady Psyche, * Ah — Melissa — you ’ 
You heaid us^’ and Melissa, *0 paidon 
me 

I heard, I could not help it, did not 
wish 

But, dearest Lady, pray you feai me not, 
Nor think I bear that heart within my 
breast, 

To give thiee gallant gentlemen to death ’ 

‘ I tiust you,’ said the othei, * foi wc two 
Weie always friends, none closci, dm 
and vine 

But yet your mothei’s jealous tempeia- 
ment — 

Let not your piudence, dearest, drowse, 
01 piove 

The Danaid of a leaky vase, for feai 
This whole foundation ruin, and I lose 
My honour, these their lives ’ ‘Ah, fear 
me not ’ 

Replied Melissa , ‘no — I would not tell , 
No, not for all Aspasia’s cleveiness. 

No, not to answei. Madam, all those 
hard things 

That Sheba came to ask of Solomon ’ 

‘ Be It so ’ the other, ‘ that we still may 
lead 

The new light up, and culminate in peace, 
For Solomon may come to Shdn yet ’ 


Said Cyril, ‘Madam, he the wisest man 
Feasted the woman wisest then, in halK 
Of Lebanonian cedar noi should } ou 
(Tho’ Madam you should answei, wl 
would ask) 

Less welcome find among us, if you came 
Among us, debtors foi our lives to you, 
Myself foi something moie ’ He said 
not what, 

But ‘ Thanks, ’ she answer’d ‘ Go w^e ha\ e 
been too long 

Togethei keep your hoods about the 
face , 

They do so that affect abstraction hue 
Speak little , mix not with the icst , and 
hold 

Youi piomisc all, I tiust, may yet be 
well ’ 

We turn’d to go, but Cyiil took the 
child. 

And held hei lound the knees against his 
waist, 

And blew the swoll’n cheek of a trumpetci, 
While Ps)che watch’d them, smiling, and 
the child 

Push’d hei flat hand against his fice and 
laugh’d , 

And thus oui conference closed 

And then we si toll’d 
Foi half the day tin o’ stately thcatics 
Bench’d descent wise In each we sat, 
we heard 

The grivc Piofcssoi On the Icctuic 
slate 

The Glide rounded undei female hands 
With flawless demonstiation follow’d 
then 

A classic lectin e, rich in sentiment. 

With sciaps of thundious Epic lilted out 
By violet hooded Loctois, elegies 
And quoted odes, and jewels five words 
long 

That on the stietch’d foiefingei of all 
Time 

bparklc foi evei then we dipt in all 
lhat tieats of whatsoevei is the state, 
The total chionicles of man, the mind, 
The moials, something of the flame, the 
lock, 
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The star, the bad, the fish, the shell, the 
flowei, 

Electric, chemic laws, and all the rest, 
And whatsoevei can be taught and 
known , 

Till like thiee horses thit have broken 
fence, 

And glutted all night long breast deep in 
corn, 

We issued gorged with knowledge, and 
I spoke 

‘Why, Sirs, they do all this as well as 
we * 

‘ They hunt old trails ’ said Cynl ‘ very 
well , 

But when did woman ever yet invent^’ 

‘ Ungiacious ’ ’ answer’d Floiian , ‘ have 
you learnt 

No more fiom Psyche’s lecture, you that 
talk’d 

The tiash that made me sick, and almost 
sad?’ 

‘O trash’ he said, ‘but with a kernel in 
It 

Should I not call hei wise, who made me 
wise> 

And leaint? I learnt moie fiom hei m a 
flash, 

1 han if my brainpan w ere an empty hull, 
And every Muse tumbled a science in 
A thousand heads he fallow in these halls, 
And lound these halls a thousand baby 
loves 

hly twanging headless airows at the 
heads, 

Whence follows many a vacant pang , 
but O 

With me, Sir, enter’d in the bigger boy, 
The Head of all the golden shafted fiim, 
The long limb’d lad that had a Psyche 
too , 

lie cleft me thro’ the stomachei , and 
now 

What think you of it, Florian ? do I chase 
The substance oi the shadow^ will it 
hold? 

X have no soiceiei’s malison on me. 

No ghostly hauntmgb like his Highness I 
Flatter myself that ilwijs evciy where 
I know the substance when I sec it Well, 


Aie castles shadows^ Ihree of them^ 
Is she 

The sweet propiietiess a shadow ^ If not, 
Shall those three castles patch my tattei’d 
coat ? 

For deal are those thiee castles to my 
wants, 

And dear is sister Psyche to my heart. 
And two dear things are one of double 
woith, 

And much I might have said, but that 
my zone 

Unmann’d me then the Doctois ’ O to 
heal 

The Doctois ’ O to watch the thirsty 
plants 

Imbibing ’ once oi twice I thought to loai, 
To bieak my chain, to shake my mane 
but thou, 

Modulate me, Soul of mincing mimiciy ’ 
Make liquid treble of that bassoon, my 
thioat , 

Abase those eyes that ever loved to meet 
Star sisters answering undei crescent 
brows , 

Abate the stiide, which speaks ol man, 
and loose 

A fl>ing chaim of blushes o’ei tins cheek, 
Wliere they like swallows coming out of 
tune 

Will wonder why they came but hark 
the bell 

Foi dinner, let us go ’’ 

And in we sti earn’d 
Among the columns, pacing staid and still 
By twos and threes, till all from end to 
end 

With beauties eveiy shade of brown and 
fair 

In colours gayei than the morning misl, 
The long hall gliUei’d like a bed of 
flowers 

How might a man not wander fiom his 
wits 

Pierced thro’ with eyes, but that I kept 
mine own 

Intent on hei, who rapt in gloiious dreams, 
The second sight of some Astr<jean age, 
Sat compass’d with piofessors the>, the 
while, 
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Discuss’d a doubt and tost it to nnd fio 
A clamoui thicken’d, mi\t with inmost 
teims 

Of art and science lady Blanche alone 
Of fadfed form and haughtiest lineaments, 
With all her autumn tresses falsely blown, 
Shot sidelong daggeis at us, a tigci cit 
In act to spring 

At last a solemn grace 
Concluded, and we sought the gardens 
there 

One walk’d leciting by herself, and one 
In this hand held a volume as to leid, 
And smoothed a petted peacock down 
with that 

Some to a low song oar’d a shallop by, 

Oi under aiches of the maiblc bridge 
Hung, shadow’d fiom the heat some 
hid and sought 

In the orange thickets others tost a ball 
Above the fountain-jets, and back again 
With laughtei otheis lay about the 
lawns, 

Of the oldti soil, and mm mur’d that their 
May 

Was passing what was leaining unto 
them? 

They wish’d to many , they could lule a 
house , 

Men hated leaincd women but we ihiee 
Sat mufBed like the hates, and often 
came 

Melissa hitting all we saw with shifts 
Of gentle satiie, km to chanty, 

That haim’d not then day dioopt , the 
chapel bells 

Call’d us we left the walks, we mivt 
with those 

Si\ bundled maidens clad in purest white, 
Befoie two streams of light fiom wall to 
wall, 

While the gieat oigan almost buist his 
pipes, 

Gioaning foi powei, and rolling thio’ the 
couit 

A long melodious thundei to the sound 
Of solemn psalms, and silver litanies, 
The work of Ida, to call down from 
Heaven 

A blessing on hei labouis foi the world 


III 

Sweet and low, sweet and low, 

Wi id OI the western sea. 

Low, low , breathe and blow, 

■Wind of the western sea ’ 

0 \er the rolling wateis go. 

Come from the dj mg moon, ind blow , 

Blow him again to me , 

"VI hile my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps 

Sleep and rest, sleep and lest, 

Fathei will come to thee soon 
Rest, rest, on mothers bieast, 

F ither will come to thee seion 
Father will come to Ins babe 111 the nest, 

Silver sails all out of the west 
Under the siKei moon 

Sleep my little one, sU ep pretty on^, sleep 

Morn in the white wake of the moining 
stai 

Came fun owing all the ouent into gold 
We lose, and each by other diest with 
caic 

Descended to the coiut that lay tlnee paits 
In shadow, but the Muses’ heads weie 
touch’d 

Abo. e the d aikncss fiom then natue I ast 

I lieie while we stood beside the fount, 
and waleh’d 

(h seem’d to witch the dancing bubbh , 
appioach’d 

Melissa, tinged with win fiom h<k of 

.kn), 

Or gri(,r, iml glowing lound her Utwy 
eyes 

The ended Ins of a night o( tcais, 

‘And fly,’ she ciied, ‘O 11 } , while yet 
>011 may ’ 

My mothci knows ’ and when I isk’d 
her ‘how,’ 

‘hly fault’ she wept ‘my fault ' and >et 
not mine , 

Act mine m put O lieai me, pirdon 
me 

Myniothei, ’tis her wont from night to 
night 

To lail It Lady I’syrhe and hci side 
She &a>s the Princess sliouhl have been 
the Head, 

lleiself ind Lady Psyche the two arm^ , 


THE PRINCESS, A MB D LEY 


57 


And so it was agreed when fiist they 
came , 

But Lady Psyche was the right hanc^now, 
And she the left, oi not, oi seldom used , 
Hers moie than half the students, all the 
love 

And so last night she fell to canvass you 
N? coiinti5rwomen ' she did not envy 
her 

“Who ever saw such wild barbaiians^ 
Gills? — more like men’” and at these 
woids the snake, 

My seciet, seem’d to stir within my breast , 
And oh, Siis, could I help it, but my 
cheek 

Began to burn and bum, and her lynx 
eye 

lo fix and make me hotter, till she 
laugh’d 

“ O maivellously modest maiden, you ’ 
Men ’ girls, like men ’ why, if they had 
been men 

You need not set your thoughts in rubric 
thus 

For wholesale comment ” Pardon, I am 
shamed 

That I must needs repeat foi my excuse 
What looks so little graceful “mui” 
(foi still 

My mother went revolving on the woid) 
“And so they aie, — very like men in 
deed — 

And with that woman closeted for houis ’ ” 
Then came these dreadful words out one 
by one, 

* ‘ Why — these — a; i — men ” I shuddci ’d 
“ and you know It ’ 

“ O ask me nothing,” I said “ And she 
knows too, 

And she conceals it ” So my mother 
clutch’d 

The truth at once, but with no vvoid from 
me , 

^Vnd now thus early iiscn she goes to 
inform 

Ihe Piincess Lady Psyche will be 
Cl ush’d , 

But you may }Ct be saved, and thcicfoie 
fly 

But heal me with >our pardon eie >ou go ’ 


‘What paidon, sweet Melissa, for a 
blush?’ 

Said C3nLil ‘Pale one, blush again than 
weal 

Those lilies, better blush oiu lives away 
■\et let us breathe for one hour more in 
Heaven ’ 

He added, ‘ lest some classic Angel speak 
In scoin of us, “ They mounted, Gany 
medes, 

To tumble, Vulcans, on the second morn ’ 
But I will melt this marble into wax 
To yield us farthei fui lough ’ and he went 

Melissa shook hei doubtful curls, and 
thought 

He scarce would piosper ‘Tell us,’ 
Florian ask’d, 

‘ How grew this feud betwixt the right 
and left * 

‘O long ago,’ she said, ‘betwixt these 
two 

D vision smouldeib hidden , ’tis my 
motlici, 

Poo jealous, often fietful as the wind 
Pent in acievice much I beai with htr 
I nevei knew nay father, but she says 
(God help her) she was wedded to a fool , 
And still she rail’d against the state of 
things 

She had the care of Ladj Ida’s youth, 
And fiom the Queen’s dccea&e she brought 
hei up 

But when youi sister came she w on the 
heait 

Of Ida they vveic still togclhei, grew 
(Foi so they said themselves) mosciilalcd , 
Consonant choids that shivei to one note , 
One mind m all things yet my mother 
still 

Affiiras youi Psyche thieved hci theories, 
And angled with them foi her pupil’s love 
She calls hei plagiarist , I know not what 
But I must go I dare not taiiy,’ and 
light, 

As flies the shadow of a bud, she fled 

Then muimur’d Floiian ga/mg after 
liei, 

‘ An open hearted maiden, true and pine 
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If I could love, why this weie she how 
pretty 

Hei blushing was, and how she blush’d 
again. 

As if to close with Cyril’s landom wish 
Not like your Princess ciamm’d with 
eriing piide, 

Nor like pool Psyche whom she diags m 
tow ’ 

*The crane,’ I said, ‘may chatter of 
the crane, 

The dove may murmui of the dove, but I 
An eagle clang an eagle to the sphere 
My princess, O mypimcess ’ tiue sheens, 
But m hei own giand way being herself 
Thiee times moie noble than three scoie j 
of men, 

She sees hei self in every woman else. 

And so she wears her error like a ciown 
lo blind the tiuth and me for her, and 
her, 

Hebes aie they to hand ambrosia, mix 
The nectar , but — ah she — wheneVi she 
moves 

The Samian Her^ rises and she speaks 
A Memnon smitten with the mormng 
Sun’ 

So saying fiom the court we paced, 
and gain’d 

The terrace ranged along the Noithcin 
front, 

And leamng Iheie on those balustcis, high 
Above the empurpled champaign, drank 
the gale 

That blown about the foliage undeineath. 
And sated with the innumeiable lose, 

Beat balm upon our eyelids Hithei came 
Cynl, and yawning ‘ O hard task,’ he 
cried , 

‘ No fighting shadows heie ’ I foiced a 
way 

Thio’ solid opposition Cl abb’d and gnail’d 
Better to cleai piime foiests, heave and 
thump 

A league of stieet in siimmei solstice 
down, 

Than hammer at this leverend gentle- 
woman 


I knock’d and, bidden, cntci’d , found 
hei there 

At point to move, and settled m hei e} cs 
The green malignant light of coming 
storm 

Sii, I was couiteous, every phiise well 
oil’d, 

As man’s could be , yet maiden-meek I 
pray’d 

Concealment she demanded who we 
were, 

And why we came ? I fabled nothing fan , 
But, your example pilot, told her all 
Up went the hush’d amaze of hand and 
e>e 

But when I dwelt upon youi old affiance, 
She answei’d sharply that I talk’d astray 
I uiged the fierce insciiption on the gate, 
And our three lives Tiuc — wc had 
limed oui selves 

With open eyes, and we must take the 
I chance 

i But such extremes, I told hei, well might 
harm 

The woman’s cause “Not moie than 
now,” she said, 

“ So puddled as it is with favoiuitism ” 

I tiled the mother’s hcait Slnme might 
befxll 

Melissa, know mg, saying not she knew 
Her answer was “ Leave me to deil with 
that ” 

I spoke of wai to come and many deaths, 
And she replied, hei duty xvas lo speak, 
And duty duty, clear of consequences 
I giew discomaged, Sir, but since I knew 
No rock so haid but that a little wave 
May beat admission in a thousand yeais, 

I recommenced, “Decide not ere jou 
pause 

I find you heie but in the second place, 
Some say the thud— -the authentic found- 
ress you 

I offei boldly we will seat }oii highest 
Wink at our advent help my piince to 
gam 

Ills lightful bude, and heie I pjomise 
you 

Some palace in oui land, whcie you shall 
icign 
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The head and heart of all our fair she 
world, 

Andyoui gieat name flow on with bioad- 
ening time 

hoi e\ci ” Well, she balanced this a 
little, 

And told me she would answer us to-daj. , 
Meantime be mute thus much, noi more 
I gain’d ’ 

lie ceasing, came a message fiom the 
Head 

‘ lhat afternoon the Princess lode to take 
The dip of certain stiata to the Noith 
Would we go with hei ^ we should find 
the land 

Woith seeing , and the river made a fall 
Out yonder ’ then she pointed on to 
wheie 

A double hill ran up his furiowy folks 
Beyond the thick leaved platans of the 
vale 

Agreed to, this, the day fled on thio’ 
all 

Its range of duties to the appointed houi 
Then summon’d to the poich we went ! 
She stood 

Among hei maidens, highei by the head, 
Hei back against a pillar, hei foot on 
one 

Of those tame leopaids Kittenhke he 
loll’d 

And paw’d about her sandal I diew 
near , 

I ga/ed On a sudden my strange sei/uie 
came 

Upon me, the wend \ision of our house 
The Piincess Ida seem’d a hollow show, 
Hei gay furi’d cats a painted fantasy, 
liei college and her maidens, empty 
masks, 

And I myself the shadow of a dieam, 
lor all things weie and weic not Yet 
I felt 

My heait beat thick with passion and 
with awe , 

Ihtn fiom my hi east the involuntary sigh 
Biake, as she smote me with the light of 
eyes 
II 


That lent my knee desne to kneel, and 
shook 

My pulses, till to hoise w^e got, and so 
Went forth in long retinue following up 
The river as it narrow’d to the hills 

I rode beside her and to me she said 
‘ O friend, w e trust that you esteem’d us 
not 

Too haish to youi companion yesteimoin , 
Unwillingly we spake ’ ‘ Ko — not to her,’ 

I answei’d, ‘ but to one of whom we spake 
Youi Highness might have seem’d the 
thing you say ’ 

‘ Again she cried, ‘aie you ambassa 
di esses 

From him to me^ we give jou, being 
strange, 

A license speak, and let the topic die ’ 

I stammer’d that I knew him — could 
have wish’d — 

‘Our king expects — was there no pie- 
contiacl ^ 

There is no truer hearted — ah, you seem 
All he piefiguied, and he could not see 
The bud of passage flying south but 
long’d 

To follow surely, if youi Highness keep 
Your puipoit, you will shock him ev’n to 
death, 

Or baser courses, children of dcspaii ’ 

‘ Pool boy,’ she said, ‘ can he not lead 
— no books ^ 

Quoit, tennis, ball — no games ^ nor deals 
in that 

Which men delight in, maitial exeicise? 
To muse a blind ideal like a giil, 
Methmks he seems no better than a giil , 
As girls were once, as we ouiself have 
been 

We had oui di earns , perhaps he mi\t 
with them 

Wc touch on oui dead self, noi shun to 
do it. 

Being othci — since wc leaint our meaning 
heie, 

To lift the woman’s fall’n di\ mity 
Upon an even pedestal with naan ’ 
c 
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She paused, and added with a haughtiei 
smile 

'And as to precontracts, we move, my 
fnend, 

At no man’s beck, but know ourself and 
thee, 

0 Vashti, noble Vashti ’ Summon’d out 

She kept her state, and left the di unken 

king 

To biawl at Shushan underneath the 
palms ’ 

‘Alas your Highness bieathcs full 
East,’ I said, 

‘ On that which leans to you I know 
the Prince, 

1 pnze his truth and then how vast a 

woik 

To assail this giay preeminence of man » 

You grant me license , might I use it ^ 
think , 

Ere half be done perchance your life may 
fail , 

Then comes the feebler hen ess of youi 
plan, 

And takes and rums all , and thus your 
pains 

May only make that footprint upon sand 

Which old lecurrmg waves of prejudice 

Resmooth to nothing might I die id 
that you, 

With only Fame for spouse and youi 
great deeds 

For issue, yet may live m vain, and miss, 

Meanwhile, what every woman counts 
hei due, 

Love, chxldien, happiness?’ 

And she exclaim’d, 

‘ Peace, you young savage of the Noithein 
wild ’ 

What ’ tho’ your Piince’s love were like 
a God’s, 

Have we not made ouiself the sacrifice ? 

You are bold indeed we are not talk’d 
to thus 

Yet will we say foi children, would they 
grew 

Like field-flow eis every wheie • we like 
them well 

But childien die, and let me tell you, gul, 


Howe’ei you babble, gieat deeds cannot 
die , 

They with the sun and moon lenew then 
light 

Foi evei, blessing those that look on 
them 

Children — that men may pluck them fiom 
oui hearts, 

Kill us w ith pity, break us w ith oui selves — 
O — childien — there is nothing upon eaith 
Moie miseiable than she that has a son 
And sees him err noi would we woik 
foi fame, 

Tho’ she perhaps might leap the applause 
of Gieat, 

Who leains the one POU sio whence aftei 
hands 

May move the world, tho’ she herself elk < t 
I>ut little wherefoie up and act, nor 
shrink 

For feai oui solid aim be dissipated 
By frail successois \\ould, indeed, we 
had been, 

In lieu of manv moital flies, a mce 
Of giants living, each, a thousand years, 
That we might see our own work out, 
and watch 

The sandy footpimt haidcn into stone ’ 

I answei’d nothing, doubtful in myself 
If that strange Poet-puncess with hei 
gland 

Imaginations might at all ])e won 
And she bioke out intei pie ting ni> 
thoughts 

‘ No doubt we seem a kind of monster 
to j^ou , 

We are used to that for women, up till 
this 

Cramp d imdei woise than South sea isk 
taboo, 

Dwaifs of the gynojceum, fail so fir 
In high dcsiie, they know not, cannot 
guess 

How much then welfare is a passion io 
us 

If we could give them siiiei, (piieker 
pi oof — 

Oh if our end were less adiievable 
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By slow approaches, than by single act 
Of immolation, any phase of death. 

We were as prompt to spring against the 
pikes, 

Or down the fiery gulf as talk of it, 

To compass oui deal sisters’ liberties ’ 

She bow’d as if to veil a noble tear , 
And up we came to wheie the rivei sloped 
To plunge in cataract, shatteiing on black 
blocks 

A breadth of thundei O’ei it shook the 
woods, 

And danced the colour, and, below, stuck 
out 

The bones of some \ast bulk that lived 
and roar’d 

Before man was She ga^ed awhile and 
said, 

‘As these rude bones to us, aie we to 
her 

That will be ’ ‘Dare we dream of that,’ 
I ask’d, 

‘ Which wrought us, as the woikman and 
his woik, 

That piactice betters^ ’ ‘ How, ’ she tried, 
‘you love 

The metaphysics ’ lead and cun our prize, 
A golden biooch beneath an emtiald 
plane 

Sits Diotima, teaching him that died 
Of hemlock , oui device , wrought to the 
life, 

She rapt upon her subject, he on hei 
Foi theie aie schools for all ’ ‘And jet’ 
I Slid 

‘ Methmks I hav e not found among them 
all 

One anatomic ’ ‘ Nay, we thought of 

that,’ 

She answei’d, ‘but it pleased us not in 
tiuth 

We shudder but to dream our maids 
should ape 

Those monstious males that carve the 
Ii\ing hound, 

And ciam him with the fiagments of the 
giave, 

Or m the dark dissolving human he ait, 
And holy seciets of this microcosm, 


Dabbhng a shameless hand with shameful 
jest, 

Encainalize their spirits yet we know 
Knowledge is knowledge, and this matter 
hangs 

Howbeit OUI self, foieseeing casualty. 

Nor willing men should come among us, 
leaint, 

For many weary moons before we came, 
This craft of healing Were you sick, 
ouiself 

Would tend upon you To youi question 
now. 

Which touches on the woikman and his 
woik 

Let theie be light and theie was light 
’tis so 

Foi was, and is, and will be, aie but is , 
And all creation is one act at once, 

The biith of light but we that ai e not all. 
As parts, can see but parts, now this, 
now that. 

And live, pei force, fiom thought to 
thought, and make 

One act a phantom of succession ^ thus 
Our weakness somehow shapes the 
shadow, Time , 

But in the shadow will we woik, and 
mould 

The woman to the fullei day ’ 

She spake 

With kindled eyes we lode a league 
beyond. 

And, o’ei a budge of pinewood crossing, 
came 

On flowery levels underneath the ciag, 
Full of all beauty ‘O how sweet’ I said 
(For I was half obhvious of my mask) 

‘ To linger here with one that loved us ’ 
‘Yea,’ 

She answei’d, ‘oi with fan philosophies 
That lift the fancy , for indeed these fields 
Are lovely, lovelier not the Elvsian lawns. 
Where paced the Demigods of old, and 
saw 

The soft white vapour streak the crowned 
towers 

Built to the Sun ’ then, turning to her 
maids, 

‘ Pitch oui pavilion here upon the swaid, 
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Lay out the viands * At the woid, they 
raised 

A tent of satin, ehboiateij wrought 
With fan Cormna’s tiiumph , here she 
stood, 

Engirt with many a floiid maiden cheeh, 
The woman conqueioi , woman conquei’d 
theie 

The beaided Victoi of ten thousand 
hymns, 

And all the men mourn’d at his side but 
we 

Set foith to climb , then, climbing, Cyril 
kept 

With Psyche, with Melissa Floiian, I 
With mine affianced Man> a little hand 
Glanced like a touch of sunshine on the 
locks, 

Many a light foot shone like a jewel set 
In the daik ciag and then we turn’d, 
we wound 

About the cliffs, the copses, out a id in. 
Hammering and clinking, chattexmg stony 
names 

Of shale and hornblende, lag and tiap 
and tuff, 

Amygdaloid and tiaclijte, till the Sun 
Giew bioadei towaid his death and fell, 
and all 

The losy heights cimc out above the 
lawns 

It 

The splendour falls on castle walls. 

And snowy summits old m story 
The long light shikes across the lake , 

And the wild cataract leaps in gloij 
Blow , bugle, blow, set the w ild tchots flj ing, 
Blow, bugle , answei, echoes, dying, dying, dying 

O hark, O hear ’ how thin and ck u 
And thinner, clearer, faithei going ’ 

O sweet and far from cliff and ®'C'u 
The horns of Elfland fainth blowing ' 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying 
Blow, bugle , inswei, echoes, dying, dying, dying 

O love, they die in yon rich sk^ 

They faint on hill or field or river 
Om echoes roll from soul to soul, 

Aind grow for ever and foi ever 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes 
And answer, echoes, answei, dying, dying, djing 


* Theie sinks the nebulous stai we exll 
the Sun, 

If thiaj: hypothesis of theirs be sound ’ 
Said Ida, ‘let us down and lest,’ and 
we 

Down fiom the lean and wrinkled pieci- 
pices, 

By eveiy coppice feather’d chasm ind 
cleft, 

Diopt thio’ the ambiosial gloom to wheie 
below 

No bigger than \ glow woim shone the 
tent 

Lamp lit fiom the inner Once slie lean’d 
on me, 

Descending , once or twice she lent hei 
hand, 

And blissful palpitations in the blood, 
Stilling 1 sudden lianspoit lose and led 

But when we planted level feet, and 
dipt 

Beneath the satin dome and cntci’d in, 
There leaning deep in bioidci’d down wc 
sank 

Our elbows on a Uipod ui the midst 
A flagrant flame lose, and before us ;low d 
Flint, blossom, viand, ambei wine, and 
gold 

Then she, ‘Let some one siiv’ to ii-> 
lighthei move 

The minutes llech^kd w ith music ’ ind i 
mild, 

Of those beside hei, smote hei Imp, and 
snng 

‘ le irs, idle tens, I know not wh it they me in, 
Icars from the depth of some divine despur 
Rise m the heart, and g ithcr to the i j t s, 

In looking on the h ippy Autumn fields, 

And thinking of the da,>s that are no moie 

‘ Fresh as the fiist beam ghtteinig on a s ul, 
That bungs our friends up from the unden* odd, 
Sad as the last winch reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love htlow the veiv,e 
So sad, so fresh, the d lys th it ire no more 

‘ Ah, sad and sti inge as lu dark summer d i v n 
The earlrest pipe of half aw iken d hii ils 
I o d> mg ears when unto dying e>es 
The c isement slowly grows a glimmeiing squ ire 
So sad, so sti inge, the daj s that are no more 
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‘ Dear as remember d kisses after death, 

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign <l 
On lips that are for otheis , deep as love, 

Deep as first lo\e, and wild with all i egret* 

0 Death in Life, the days that arc no more ’ 

She ended with such passion that the 
teal, 

She sang of, shook and fell, an eiiing 
peail 

Lost in her bosom but with some disdain 
Answer’d the Princess, ‘If indeed theie 
haunt 

About the moulder’d lodges of the Past 
So sweet a voice and \'igue, fatal to men, 
\\ ell needs it we should cram our eais 
with w ool 

And so pace by but Ihme are fancies 
hatch’d 

In silken folded idleness , nor is it 
Wisei to weep a ti ue occasion lost, 

But turn our sails, and let old bygones 
be, 

While down the streams that float us each 
and all 

To the issue, goes, like glitteiing beigs 
of ice, 

Till one aftei thione, and molten on the 
waste 

Becomes a cloud foi all things serve 
then time 

1 owaid that great year of equal mights 

and lights, 

Nor would I fight with non laws, m the 
end 

Found golden let the past be past , let 
be 

Then cancell’d Babels tho’ the lough 
ke\ bleak 

The stall’d mosaic, and the heaid-blown 
goat 

Hang on the shaft, and the wild figtree 
split 

Then monstious idols, caie not while we 
he \i 

A ti limpet m the distance pealing news 
Of better, and Hope, a poising eagle, 
bums 

Above the uniisen moirow ’ then to me , 
‘ Know you no song of y our ow n 1 uid,’ she 
said, 


‘ Not such as moans about the retrospect, 
But deals with the othei distance and the 
hues 

Of piomise , not a death’s head at the 
wine * 

Then I remember’d one myself had 
made, 

What time I watch’d the swallow wing 
ing south 

Fiom mine own land, pait made long 
since, and pait 

Now while I sing, and maidenlike as far 
As I could ape their tieble, did I smg 

‘0 Swallow, Swallow, fl 3 nng, fljing Sou’-h, 

Fly to her, and fall upon her gilded ea\ es, 

And tell her, tell her, what I tell to thee 

* 0 tell her, Swallow, thou that knowest each, 
That bright and fierce and fickle i? the South, 

And dark and tiue and tendei is the North 

'O S'tt allow, S^^allo^/, if I could follow, and 
hgh+ 

Upon hei lattice, I would pipe and trill, 

And cheep and twitter twenty million loves 

‘ 0 weie I thou that she might take me in, 

And lay me on hei bosom, and her hcait 
Would rock the snowy cradle till I died 

‘ Why lingei cth she to clothe her hcait with lo\ e. 
Delating os the tender ish dela> s 
lo clothe herself, when all the woods are gieen ’ 

‘ O tell her, Swallow, that thy brood is flown 
Say to hei, I do but wanton m the boutn, 

But m the North long since my nest is made 

‘ O tell her, brief is lift but love is long, 

And brief the sun of summer in the North, 

And brief the moon of beauty in the South 

‘ O Swallow, fijing fiom the golden woods, 

Fly to her, and pipe and woo her, and make her 
mine, 

Vnd tell hei, tell her, that T follow thee 

I ceased, and all the laches, each at each, 
Like the Ithacensian suitois m old time, 
Stared with gieat eyes, and hugh’d with 
alien lips, 

And knew not w hat they meant , for still 
my \ oice 

Rang false but smiling ‘Not foi thee,’ 
she said, 
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‘ O Eulbulj any rose of Gulistan 
Shall bmst hei veil maish divers, rathei, 
maid, 

Shall croak thee sistei, or the meadow 
crake 

Grate her harsh kindied in the glass and 
this 

A meie love-poem ’ 0 foi such, my fiiend, 
We hold them slight they mind us of 
the time 

When we made bricks in Eg 3 rpt Knaves 
aie men, 

That lute and flute fantastic tenderness, 
And dress the victim to the offeimg up 
And paint the gates of Hell with Paradise, 
And play the slave to gain the tyianny 
Poor soul ' I had a maid of honoui once , 
She wept her tiue eyes blind foi such a 
one, 

A rogue of canzonets and seienades 
I loved her Peace be with her She 
IS dead 

So they blaspheme the muse * But great 
is song 

Used to gieat ends ourself have often 
tried 

Valkyrian hymns, oi into ihythm ha\e 
dash’d 

The passion of the prophetess , foi song 
Is duer unto fiecdom, force and giowth 
Of spint than to junketing ind lo\e 
Love IS it ^ Would this same mock love, 
and this 

Mock -Hymen -were laid up like winter 
bats, 

Till all men grew to late us at our worth, 
Not vassals to be beat, noi pietty babes 
To be dandled, no, but living wills, and 
sphered 

Whole in ourselves and owed to none 
Enough ^ 

But now to leaven play with profit, jou, 
Know you no song, the true growth of 
youi soil, 

That gi\es the manneis of your country- 
women ?* 

She spoke and turn’d her sumptuous 
head with eyes 

Of shining expectation fi\t on mine 


Then while I dragg’d my bnms foi such 
a song, 

CyiiL with whom the bell mouth’d glass 
had wrought, 

Or master’d by the sense of spoit, began 
To tioll a careless, caieless tavern catch 
Of Moll and Meg, and strange experiences 
Unmeet for ladies Floiian nodded at 
him, 

I frowning , Psyche flush’d and wann’d 
and shook , 

The lilylike Melissi dioop’d her blows , 

‘ Forbear,’ the Pimcess cued , ‘ Foibcai, 
Sii ’ I , 

And heated thro’ and thio’ with wiadi 
and love, 

I smote him on the bicast, he started 
up, 

There rose a shriek as of a c^ty sack’d , 
Melissa clamoui d ‘ h lee the dtath , ’ ‘ 1 o 
horse ’ 

Said Ida , ‘ home ’ to horse ' ’ and fled, 
as flies 

A hoop of snowy clo\es athwmt the dusk, 
When some one battcis at the dovecote 
doors, 

Disorderly the women Alone I stood 
Withhloinn, ciusing Cyiil, vc\t itluiit, 
In the pa\ilion thcic like paitmg hojx s 
I heard them jjissing from me hoof by 
hoof, 

And eicry hoof a knell to my de‘-iies 
Clang d on the budge, and then inothei 
shnek, 

‘The Head, the Head, the Pimcess, O 
the Head ’ ’ 

For blind with lagc she miss’d the phnk, 
and loll d 

In the liver Out I spiang from glow to 
gloom 

There whirl’d hei white lobe like a 
blossom’d branch 

Rapt to the hoiiiblo fall a glance I ga\ c, 
No moie , but woman vested as 1 was 
Plunged , and the flood drew , yet I 
caught her , then 

Oaimg one aim, and hcaung m my lefl. 
The weight of all the hojics of h df the 
world, 

Strove to bullet to land ui \ iin A tiee 
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Was half disrooted fiom his place and 
stoop’d 

To drench his daik locks in the gurgling 
wave 

Mid -channel Right on this we dio\e 
and caught, 

And grasping down the boughs I gain’d 
the shore 

There stood hei maidens glimmeringly 
group’d 

In the hollow bank One reaching 
foiward drew 

My burthen fiom mine aims , they cued 
* she lives ’ 

They boie hei back into the tent but I, 

So much a kind of shame withm me 
wrought, 

Not yet endured to meet hei opening eyes, 

Nor found my fiiends , but push’d alone 
on foot 

(For since her hoi se was lost I lefthermine) 

Across the woods, and less from Indian 
ciaft 

Than beelike instinct hi\eward, found at 
length 

The garden portals Two gieat statues, 
Art 

And Science, Caiyatids, lifted up 

A weight of emblem, and betwixt were 
valves 

Of open work in which the hunter lued 

His rash intiusion, manlike, but his blows ! 

Had sprouted, and the blanches thereupon 

Spiead out at top, and giimly spiked the 
gates 

A little space was left between the 
horns, 

Thio’ which I clamber’d o’ei at top with 
pain, 

Dropt on the swaid, and up the linden 
walks, 

And, tost on thoughts that changed from 
hue to hue, 

Now poiing on the glowwoim, now the 
star, 

I paced the ten act, till the Bear had 
wheel’d 

Thio’ a great aic his seven slow^ suns 


A step 

Of lightest echo, then a loftiei form 
Than female, moving thro’ the uncertain 
gloom. 

Disturb’d me with the doubt ‘if this 
were she,’ 

But it was Floiian ‘ Hist O Hist,’ he 
said, 

‘ They seek us out so late is out of 
rules 

Moreovei ‘ seize the sti angers ’ is the cry 
How came you here ^ ’ I told him ‘ I ’ 
said he, 

‘last of the tiain, a moral lepei, I, 

To whom none spake, half-sick at heart, 
return’d 

Arimng all confused among the rest 
With hooded brows I crept into the hall, 
And, couch’d behind a Judith, underneath 
The head of Holofernes peep’d and saw 
Gill after gul was call’d to trial each 
Disclaim’d all knou ledge of us last of 
all, 

Melissa bust me, Sn, I pitied her 
She, question’d if she knew us men, at 
first 

Was silent , closer prest, denied it not 
And then, demanded if hei mothei knev, 
Oi Psyche, she affirm’d not, or denied 
From whence the Royal mind, familiar 
with hei, 

Easily gathei’d either guilt She sent 
For Psyche, but she w as not there , she 
call’d 

Foi Psyche’s child to cast it from the doois , 
She sent for Blanche to accuse her face to 
face , 

And I shpt out but whithei will you now 
Andwheze are Psyche, CyriP both are 
fled 

What, if togethei ^ that weie not so well 
Would rather we had never come ’ I dread 
His wildness, and the chances of the daik ’ 

‘ And yet,* I said, ‘you wrong him moie 
than I 

lhat struck him this is propei to the 
clown, 

Iho’ smock’d, or fuu’d and puipled, still 
the clown, 
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To haim the thing that tiusts him, and to 
shame 

That ’v^hich he says he loves for Cyul, 
howe’er 

He deal m frolic, as to night — the song 
Might have been woise and sinn’d in 
grossei lips 

Beyond all pardon — as it is, I hold 
These flashes on the surface aie not he 
He has a solid base of temperament 
But as the wateilily starts and slides 
Upon the level in little puffs of wind, 
Tho’ anchor’d to the bottom, such is he ’ 

Scaice had I ceased when from a tamaiisk 
neai 

Two Pioctois leapt upon us, crpng, 
* Names ’ 

He, standing still, was clutch’d, but T 
began 

To thrid the musky-circled mazes, wind 
And double in and out the boles, and i ice 
By all the fountains fleet I was of foot 
Before me showei’d the lose in flakes 
behind 

I heard the puff’d pursuer , at mine cai 
Bubbled the nightingale and heeded not. 
And seciet laughter tickled all my soul 
At last I hook’d my ankle in a Mnt, 

That claspt the feet of a Mnemo^'^nc, 
And falling on my face -was caught and 
known 

They haled us to the Princess where 
she sat 

High in the hall abo\e hei droop’d a 
lamp, 

And made the single jewel on hci biow 
Bum like the mystic fire on a mast 
head, 

Prophet of storm a handmaid on each 
side 

Bow’d toward hei, combing out her long 
black hail 

Damp from the river , and close behind 
her stood 

Eight daughters of the plough, stronger 
than men, 

Huge women blowzed with health, and 
wind, and rain, 


And laboui Each was like a Diuid lock. 
Or like a spue of land that stands apait 
Cleft fioin the mam, and wail’d about 
with mews 

Then, as we came, the ciowd dividing 
clove 

An advent to the thi one and thei ebeside, 
Half naked as if caught at once from bed 
And tumbled on the pm pie footcloth, lay 
The lily shining child , and on the left, 
Bow’d on her palms and folded up fiom 
wuxig, 

Hei lound white shoulder shaken with her 
sobs, 

Melissa knelt , but Ladj Blanche eiect 
Stood up and spake, an aflliient oiatoi, 

‘ It w^as not thus, 0 Princess, in old 
days 

You piizcd my counsel, li\cd upon my 
lips 

I led you then to all the Castalies , 

I fed >ou with the milk of cvci> Muse , 

I loved you like this kneeler, and }ou me 
Youi second mothei those wcie gianous 
times 

Then came >oui new fuend jou began 
to change — 

[ saw It and gnc\cd — to slicken and to 
cool , 

Till taken with hci seeming openness 
\ou turn’d join waimu ciuicnls all to 
her. 

To me you fiozc this was my meed foi all 
Yet I bore up m pait fiom aneient lo\e, 
And partly that I hoped to win you back, 
And paitly conscious of my own clescits, 
And partly that you were my ci\il head, 
And chiefly you weie bom foi something 
great. 

In which I might your fellov^ workei be, 
^Vhen time should sen c , and thus a no! >Ie 
scheme 

Grew up fiom seed w^e two long since hid 
sown , 

In us true giowth, m hci a Jonah’s gouid, 
Up in one night and due to sudden sun 
We took this palace , but e\ en from the 
fast 


THE PRINCESS, A MEDLEY 


67 


You stood in your own light and daiken’d 
mine 

What student came hut that you planed 
hei path 

To Lady Psyche, younger, not so wise, 

A foreigner, and I your countiywoman, 

I youi old fi lend and tried, she new in all > 
But still her lists were swell’d and mine 
weie lean , 

Yet I bore up in hope she would he known 
Then came these wolves they knew hei 
they endured, 

Long-closeted with her the yestermoin, 

To tell her what they were, and she to 
heal 

And me none told not less to an eye like 
mine 

A lidless watcher of the public weal, 

Last night, their mask was patent, and my 
foot 

Was to you hut I thought again I fear’d 
To meet a cold “We thank you, we shall 
hear of it 

From Lady Psyche ” you had gone to 
her, 

She told, perfoice , and winning easygiace. 
No doubt, foi slight delay, remain’d 
among us 

In our young nuiseiy still unknown, the 
stem 

Less grain than touchwood, while my ’ 
honest heat 

Weie all miscounted as malignant haste 
To push my iival out of place and powei 
But public use lequiied she should be 
known , 

And since my oath was ta’en foi public 
use, 

I bioke the letter of it to keep the sense 
I spoke not then at first, but watch’d them 
well, 

Saw that they kept apait, no mischief 
done , 

And yet this day (tho’ you should hate 
me foi It) 

I came to tell you , found that you had 
gone, 

Ridd’n to the hills, she likewise now, I 
thought. 

That suiely she will speak , if not, then I 
II 


Did she ’ These monsters blazon’d what 
they weie. 

According to the coarseness of then kind. 
For thus I hear , and known at last (my 
work) 

And full of cowaidice and guilty shame, 

I giant in hei some sense of shame, she 
flies , 

And I lemain on whom to wieak your 
rage, 

I, that have lent my life to build up >ours, 

I that have wasted here health, wealth, 
and time, 

And talent, I — ^you know it — I will not 
boast 

Dismiss me, and I piophesy your plan. 
Divorced from my experience, will be chaff 
For every gust of chance, and men will say 
We did not know the real light, hut chased 
The wisp that flickers where no foot can 
tread ’ 

She ceased the Princess answei’d 
coldly, ‘Good 

Your oath is bioken we dismiss jou go 
Foi this lost lamb (she pointed to the 
child) 

Our mind is changed we take it to oui 
self’ 

Thereat the Lady stretch’d a vulture 
thioat, 

And shot fiom ciooked lips a haggaid 
smile 

‘The plan was mine I built the nest* 
she said 

‘ To hatch the cuckoo Rise * ’ and stoop’d 
to updrag 

Melissa she, half on her mother propt, 
Halfdiooping from hei, turn’d her face, 
and cast 

A liquid look on Ida, full of piayer, 
Which melted Floiian’s fancy as she hung, 
A Niobean daughter, one arm out. 
Appealing to the bolts of Heaven , and 
while 

We gazed upon hci came a little stii 
About the doors, and on a sudden rush’d 
Among us, out of breath, as one puisued, 
A woman post in flying raiment Feai 

C2 
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Staled m hei eyes, and clnlk’d hex face, 
and wing’d 

Her transit to the thione, whereby she fell 
Delivering seal’d dispatches which the 
Head 

Took half amazed, and in hci lion’s mood 
Tore open, silent we with blind surmise 
Regarding, while she read, till Ovei brow I 
And cheek and bosom biake the wiath | 
ful bloom 

As of some fire against a stoimy cloud, 
When the wild peasant lights himself, the 
nek 

Flames, and his angei leddens in the 
heavens , 

Foi angei most it seem’d, while now hei 
breast, 

Beaten with some gieat laassion at hei 
heart, 

Palpitated, hei hand shook, and we heaid 
In the dead hush the papeis that she held 
Rustle at once the lost lamb at hei feet 
Sent out a bittex bleating for its dam , 

The plaintive ciyjari’d on hei iie, she 
ciush’d 

The scrolls together, made a sudden turn 
As if to speak, but, utteiance failing hci, 
She whirl’d them on to me, as \ho •should 
say 

* Read,’ and I lead — two letteis — one her 

siie’s 

‘Fair cTaughtei, when we sent the 
Piince your way 

We knew not youi ungiacious laws, which 
learnt, 

We, conscious of what tempei you aie 
built, 

Came all in haste to hmclei wi ong, but fell 
Into his fathei’s hands, w'ho has this night, 
You lying close upon his tenitor}, 

Slipt lound and in the daik invested you, 
And heie he keeps me hostage for his son ’ 

The second was my fathei’s running 
thus 

* You have oui son touch not a haii of 

his head 

Rendei him up unscathed give him youi 
hand 


Cleave to }oui contiact tho’ indeed we 
heal 

You hold the woman is the bettei man , 
A lampant heiesy, such as if it spicad 
Would make aH w^omen 1 ick against then 
Loids 

Thio’ all the woild, and which might well 
dosene 

Thai we this night should pluck join 
palace clow n , 

And we will do it, unless } ou send us back 
Our son, on the instant, w hole ’ 

So f’t I lead , 
And then stood up and spol e impetuousl} 

‘ O not to pry and peei on yoip lesera e, 
But led by golden wishes, and a hope 
Ihe child of regal compact, did I bieak 
Yom precinct , not a scoincr of vour st\ 
But veneiatoi, zealous it should be 
All that it might be heai me, foi I beai, 
Ilio’ man, jet human, whatsoe’ei join 
w rongs, 

Fiom the fla\cn curl to the giay lock a 
life 

Less mine than jours my nurse would 
tell me of j ou , 

I babbled for jou, as babies foi the moon, 
\ aguebiightness , when a boj^ j ou stoop’d 
to me 

Fiom '^11 high places, li\ecl in ill fan lights, 
Came ni long bieezcs ript fiom inmost 
south 

And blown to inmost noith , at e\e nid 
dawn 

With Ida, Ida, Ida, lang the woods, 
llie leadei wildswan ir among the st'^is 
Would clung It, and hpt in wieaths of 
glowwoim light 

The mellow bieal ci muimui’d Id i Now, 
Because I would hi\e leaehd you, had 
you been 

Sphered up with Cassioptii, oi the eii 
thioned 

Persephone in Hades, now at Icnglli, 
Those winters of abeyance all worn out, 
A man I came to see joii but, indeed, 
Not m this fiequence can I lend full 
tongue, 

i O noble Ida, to those thoughts that wait 
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On you, their centre let me say but this, 
That many a famous man and woman, 
town 

And hndskip, have I heard of, after seen 
The dwarfs of piesage Iho’ when known, 
theie giew 

Another land of beauty in detail 
Made them woith knowing , but in yon 
I found 

My boyish dream involved and dazzled 
down 

And mastei’d, while that after -beauty 
makes j 

Such head from act to act, fiom hour to | 
hour. 

Within me, that except you slay me heie, 
According to youi bittei statute book, 

I cannot cease to follow you, as they say 
The seal does music , who desiie you 
more 

Than gi owing boys their manhood , dy- 
ing bps, 

With many thousand matters left to do, 
The breath of life , 0 moie than poor 
men wealth, 

Than sick men health — yours, yours, not 
mine — but half 

Without you, with^ou, whole, and of 
those hahes 

You woithiest , and howe’ei you block 
and bar 

Youi heait with system out fiom mine, I 
hold 

That it becomes no man to nurse despair. 
But m the teeth of clench’d antagonisms 
To follow up the worthiest till he die 
Yet that I came not all unauthoiized 
Behold your father’s lettei ’ 

On one knee 

Kneeling, I gave it, which she caught, 
and dash’d 

Unopen’d at hex feet a tide of fierce 
In\ ective seem’d to wait behind her lips, 
As waits a iiver level with the dam 
Ready to burst and flood the world with 
foam 

And so she would have spoken, but Iheie 
lose 

A hubbub m the court of half the maids 
Gather’d together fi om the illumined hall 


Long lanes of splendoui slanted o’ei a 
pi ess 

Of snowy shouldeis, thick as heided 
ewes. 

And lambow lobes, and gems and gem 
like eyes. 

And gold and golden heads , they to and 
fro 

Fluctuated, as flowers m stoim, some led, 
some pale, 

All open mouth’d, all gazing to^the light, 
Some crying theie was an aimy m the 
land. 

And some that men were in the very 
walls. 

And some they cared not , till a clamour 
giew 

As of a new-woild Babel, woman-built, 
And worse confounded high above them 
stood 

The phcid maible Muses, looking peace 

Not peace she look’d, the Head but 
using up 

Robed in the long night of her deep hair, 
so 

To the open window moved, lemaimng 
theie 

Fixt like a beacon-tower above the wa\ es 
Of tempest, when the ciimson 1 oiling eye 
Glaies rum, and the wild birds on the 
light 

Dash themselves dead She sti etch’d 
hei aims and call’d 
Across the tumult and the tumult fell 

*What fear ye, btawlers^ am not I 
youi Head? 

On me, me, me, the storm first breaks 
/dale 

All these male thunderbolts what is it 
ye fear? 

Peace ’ there are those to avenge us and 
they come 

If not, — myself were like enough, O gals, 
To unfurl the maiden bannci of our lights, 
And clad in non burst the lanks of wai, 
Oi, falling, protomartyi of our cause, 

Die yet I blame you not so much for 
fear , 
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Six thousand years of feai have made you 
that 

From which I would redeem you but 
for those 

That :stir this hubbub — you and you— I 
know 

Your faces theie m the crowd — to moiiow 
morn 

We hold a great convention then shall 
they 

That love their voices more than duty, 
leain 

With whom they deal, dismiss’d in shame 
to live 

No wiser than their mothers, household 
stuff, 

Live chattels, mincers of each other’s 
fame, 

F ull of weak poison, turnspits for the clown, 

The drunkard’s football, laughing stocks 
of Time, 

Whose brams are in their hands and in 
their heels, 

But fit to flaunt, to dress, to dance, to 
thrum. 

To tramp, to scream, to burnish, and to 
scorn, 

For ever slaves at home and fools abroad ’ 

She, ending, waved hei hands theieat 
the crowd 

Muttering, dissolved then with a smile, 
that look’d 

A stioke of ciuel sunshine on the cliff, 

When all the glens are di own’d in azure 
gloom 

Of thunder shower, she floated to us and 
said 

‘You have done well and like a 
gentleman, 

And like a prince you have our thanks 
for il 

And you look well too in your woman’s 
diess 

Well have you done and like a gentleman 

You saved our life we owe you bitter 
thanks 

Better have died and spilt our bones in 
the flood — 


Then men had said — but now — What 
hinders me 

To take such bloody vengeance on you 
both?— 

Yet since our fathei — Wasps in oui good 
hi\ e, 

You wmld-be quencheis of the light to 
be, 

Baibaiians, giosscr than youi nati\e 
bears — 

0 vould I had his sccptie foi one houi * 

You that have daied to break oui bound, 

and gull’d 

Our servants, wrong’d and lied and 
thwarted us — 

7 wed with thee ’ /bound by piccontiact 

Your bade, your bondslave ’ not tho’ all 
the gold 

That veins the world were pack’d to 
make your crown, 

And every spoken tongue should loid 
you Sir, 

Your falsehood and youiself are hateful 
to us 

1 ti ample on youi offeis and on you 

Begone we will not look upon you more 

IIcic, push them out at gates ’ 

In wrath she spake 

Then those eight mighty daughteis of the 
plough 

Bent then broad faces toward us and 
address’d 

Their motion twice I sought to plead 
my cause, 

But on my shoulder hung then heavy 
hands, 

The weight of destiny so from her face 

They push’d us, down the steps, and 
thro’ the couit, 

And with grim laughter thrust us out at 
gates 

We cross’d the street and gam’d a petty 
mound 

Beyond it, whence we saw the lights and 
heard 

The voices murmunng While I listen’d, 
came 

On a sudden the weird seizure and the 
doubt 
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I seem’d to move among a world of 
ghosts , 

The Piincess with her monstrous woman 
guard, 

The jest and earnest working side by side, 
The cataract and the tumult and the kings 
Were shadows, and the long fantastic 
night 

With all Its doings had and had not been, 
And all things were and weie not 

This went by 

As stiangely asit came, and on my spnits 
Settled a gentle cloud of melancholy , 

Not long, I shook it off, for spite of 
doubts 

And sudden ghostly shadowings I was one 
To whom the touch of all mischance but 
came 

As night to him that sitting on a hill 
bees the midsummer, midnight, Norway 
sun 

bet into suniise , then we moved away 

'Ihy \oice is heard thio rolling drums, 

That beat to battle where he stands , 

Thj face across his fancy comes, 

And gives the battle to his hands 
A moment, w hile the trumpets blow. 

He sees his brood about thy knee , 

The ntxt, like fire he meets the foe. 

And strikes him dead foi tlune and thee 

So Lilia sang we thought hei half 
possess’d, 

She struck such waibling fuiy thio’ the 
woidb , 

And, aftei, feigning pique at what she 
call’d 

The lailleiy, or grotesque, or false sub 
lime — 

Like one that wishes at a dance to change 
The music — clapt her hands and cued 
for wax, 

Oi some grand fight to kill and make an 
end 

And he that next inheiited the tale 
Half turning to the biol en statue, said, 
‘Sir Ralph has got youi colours if I 
piove 

Your 1 night, and fight youi battle, w^hat 
for me’’ 


It chanced, her empty glove upon the 
tomb 

Lay by her like a model of her hand 
She took It and she flung it ‘ Fight ’ 
she said, 

‘ And make us all we would be, gieat 
and good ’ 

He kmghtlike in his cap instead of casque, 
A cap of Tyiol borrow’d from the hall, 
Arranged the favoui, and assumed the 
Prince 

V 

Now, scarce three paces measuxed from 
the mound, 

We stumbled on a stationaiy voice, 

And ‘ Stand, who goes ’ ’ ‘ Two fiom the 
palace ’ I 

‘The second two they wait,’ he said, 

‘ pass on , 

His Highness wakes ’ and one, that 
clash’d in aims, 

By glimmering lanes and walls of canvas 
led 

Threading the soldier city, till w e heard 
The drowsy folds of our great ensign 
shake 

From blazon’d lions o’er theimpeiial tent 
Wluspeis of wai 

Entering, the sudden light 
Dazed me half blind I stood and seem’d 
to heai, 

As m a popl 11 grove when a light wind 
wakes 

A lisping of the mnumerous leaf and dies, 
Each hissing m his neighboux’s eax , and 
then 

A strangled titter, out of which there 
brake 

On all srdes, clamouring etiquette to 
death, 

Unmeasuied raiiLlr, while now the two 
old 1 mgs 

Began to wag then baldness up and down, 
The fitsh young captains flash’d their 
glitteiing teeth, 

I The huge bush-beaided Barons heaved 
and blew. 

And slam with laughter roll’d the gilded 
Squire 
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At length my Sue, lus lougli cheek 
wet with teais, 

Panted fiom weaiy sides ' King, you aie 
free ’ 

We did but keep you surety foi our son, 
If this be he, — oi a draggled mawkin, 
thou, 

That tends hei bustled giunteis in the 
sludge ’ 

For I was diench’d with ooze, and toin 
with briers, 

More ciumpled than a poppy fioin the 
sheath, 

And all one lag, dispnnced from head to 
heel 

Then some one sent beneath his vaulted 
palm 

A whisper’d jest to some one neai him, 

‘ Look, 

He has been among his shadows ’ ‘ Satan 
take 

The old women and their shado^^s ’ (thus 
the King 

Roar’d) make youiself a man to faght with 
men 

Go Cyril told us all ’ 

As boys that slink 
hrom ferule and the trespass chiding eye, 
Away we stole, and transient m a tnee 
I'rom what was left of faded woman- 
slough 

To sheathing splendouis and the golden 
scale 

Of harness, issued m the sun, that now 
Leapt fiom the dewy shouldcis of the 
Eaith, 

And hit the Noithem hills Heie Cyiil 
met us 

A little shy at first, but by and by 
We twain, with mutual paidon ask’d and 
given 

For stroke and song, lesoldei’d peace, 
whereon 

P ollow’d his tale Amazed he fled away 
Thio’ the dark land, and later m the night 
Had come on Psyehe weeping * then w e 
fell 

Into youi fathei’s hand, and there she 
lies, 

But will not speik, noi stii ’ i 


i Pie show’d a tent 

! A stone shot off we entei’d in, and theie 
Among piled aims and rough accoutre 
ments, 

Pitiful sight, wrapp’d m a soldier’s cloak, 
Like some sweet sculptuie diaped fiom 
head to foot, 

And push’d by lude hands fiom its 
pedestal, 

All her fan length upon the giound she 
hy 

And at hei head a followei of the camp, 
A charr’d and wimkled piece of woman 
hood, 

Sat watching like a watchei by the dead 

Then Floiian knelt, and ‘ Come ’ he 
whispei d to hei, 

‘ Lift up youi head, sweet lister he not 
thus 

What have you done but light '' }ou could 
not slay 

Me, noi jou piincc look up be eom- 
foi ted 

Sweet IS It to ha\ e done the thing one ought , 
%Mitn faJI’n m darker wnjs ’ And like 
wise I 

‘ Ue comfoited ha\e I not lost her loo, 
In whose least act abides the nameless 
charm 

That none has else foi me^’ She he aid, 
she mo\td, 

She moan’d, a folded voice, and up she 
sat, 

And laised the cloak fiom brows as pale 
and smooth 

As those that mouin half sluouded ovei 
death 

In deathless marble ‘ Her,’ she said, 

‘ my fiitnd — 

Paited from hei — betiay’d hei cause and 
mine — 

Where shall I breathe > wh} kept )e not 
>our faith ^ 

O base and bad ^ vhat com^oit^ none‘ 
foi me 

To whom lemoiseful C}iil, ‘\et 1 pia> 
Fake comfoit live, dear hdy, for youi 
child 

At which^she lilted up hei voice and cne<l 
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‘ Ah me, my babe, my blossom, ah, my 
child, 

My one sweet child, whom I shall see no 
moie ^ 

For now will cruel Ida keep her back , 
And either she will die fiom want of caie, 
Or sicken with ill usage, when they say 
The child is hers — for every little fault. 
The child is hers , and they will beat my 
girl 

Remembering hei mother O my flower ’ 
Oi they will take hei, they will make her 
haid, 

And she will pass me by in aftei life 
With some cold reveienct worse than 
weie she dead 

III mothei that I v as to lea\e her theie, 
To lag behind, scared by the ciy they 
made. 

The hoiror of the shame among them all 
but I will go and sit beside the doors. 
And make a wild petition night and day, 
Until they hate to hear me like a wind 
Wailing foi evei, till they open to me. 
And lay my little blossom at my feet, 

My babe, my sweet Aglaia, 1113. one child 
aVnd I will take her up and go my a) , 
And satisfy my soul with kissing hei 
Ah ’ what might that man not descrac of 
me 

Who ga\c me back my child?’ ‘Be 
comfoiled,’ 

Said C}Til, ‘you shall ha\e it ’ but again 
bhc veil’d hei blows, and pi one she sank, 
and so 

Like tender things that being caught feign 
death, 

Spoke not, noi stiir’d 

By this a muimui ran 
Thro’ all the camj) and inwaid need the 
scouts 

With lumoui of Prince Aiac hard at hand 
We left her by the woman, and without 
Found the gi ay kings at park and ‘ Look 


you ’ cued 

]\I)- father ‘ that our compact be fulhU’d 
You ha\e spoilt this child , she laughs at 
you and man 

She \uongb hciscif, hei sex, and me, and 
him 


But led faced war has rods of steel and 
fire , 

She yields, 01 wai ’ 

Then Gama turn’d to me 
*We fear, indeed, you spent a stoimy 
time 

"With our strange girl and yet they say 
that still 

Yom love hei Give us, then, youi mind 
at laige 

How say you, wai 01 not ■?’ 

‘ Not wai, if possible, 

0 king,’ I said, ‘lest from the abuse of 

wai, 

The desecrated shiine, the tiampled year, 
The smouldering homestead, and the 
household flower 

Tom fiom the lintel — all the common 
wrong — 

A smoke go up thio’ which I loom to her 
Thiee times a inonstei now she lightens 
scoin 

At him that mais hei plan, but then 
would hite 

(And eveiy \oice she talk’d with ratify it. 
And evciy face she look’d on justify it) 
The geneial foe Moie soluble is this 
knot, 

By gentleness than wai I want hei lo\ e 
Y hat were I nigher this altho’ we dash’d 
Your cities into shards with catapults, 

She would not lo\e, — oi brought her 
chain’d, a slave, 

The lifting of whose eyelash is my loul, 
Not ever would she love , but brooding 
turn 

The book of scoin, till all my flitting 
chance 

Weie caught within the lecoid of hei 
wrongs, 

And ciush’d to death and rathei, Sue, 
than this 

1 would the old God of wai himself were 

deid, 

hoigotten, xusting on his non lulls, 
Rotting on some wild shore with iibs of 
w leck, 

Oi like an old woild numinoth bulk’d m 

I ICC, 

Not to be molten out ’ 
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And roughly spahe 
My father, ‘Tut, you know them not, the 
gills 

Boy, when I heai you pi ate I almost think 
That idiot legend credible Look you, 
Sii » 

Man IS the hunter , woman is his game 
The sleek and shining creatures of the 
chase, 

We hunt them foi the beauty of their 
skins , 

They love us foi it, and we ride them 
down 

Wheedling and siding with them ’ Out ’ 
for shame ’ 

Boy, there’s no rose that’s half so dear to 
them 

As he that does the thing they daie not do, 
Bieathing and sounding beauteous battle, 
comes 

With the air of the trumpet round him, 
and leaps in 

Among the women, snares them by the 
score 

Flatter’d and fluster’d, wins, tho’ dash’d 
with death 

He reddens what he kisses thus I won 
Your mothei, a good mother, a good wife. 
Worth winning , but this fircbiand — 
gentleness 

To such as hei ’ if Cyiil spake hei tiuc, 
To catch a diagon m a chciiy net. 

To txip a tigiess with a gossamer, 

Were wisdom to it ’ 

‘Yea but Sire,’ I died, 
‘Wild natures need wise cuibs The 
soldier ^ No 

What dares not Ida do that she should 
prize 

The soldier ^ I beheld her, when she rose 
The yesternight, and storming m exti ernes, 
Stood for her cause, and flung defiance 
down 

Gagehke to man, and had not shunn’d the 
death, 

No, not the soldier’s yet I hold her, king, 
True woman but you clash them all in 
one, 

That have as many diffeiences as we 
The violet \aues from the lily as far 


As oak fiom elm one lo\es the soldiei, 
one 

The silken piicst of peace, one this, one 
that, 

And some unwoithily , then sinless faith, 
A maiden moon that spaikles on a sty, 
Gloufying clown and satyr , whence they 
need 

More breadth of culture is not Ida nght^ 
They worth it ? tiuei to the law within ? 
Severer in the logic of a hfe > 

Twice as magnetic to sweet influences 
Of eaith and heaven? and she of whom 
you speak, 

My mother, looks as whole as some serene 
Cieation minted in the golden moods 
Of soveieign ai Lists, not a thought, a 
touch, 

But puie as lines of gieen that streak the 
white 

Of the first snowdiop’s inner lea\es , I say, 
Not like the piebald misccllmy, man, 
Buists of great heart and slips m sensual 
mire, 

But whole and one and take them all 
in-all, 

Woiewcouischcs but half as good, as kind, 
As tiuthful, much that Ida claims as light 
Had ne’er been mooted, but as fiankly 
theirs 

As dues of Nature To our point not 
wai 

Lest I lose all ’ 

‘ Niy, na>, you spake but sense * 
Said Gama ‘Wt reinembei love ouiself 
In our sweet youth , we did not late him 
then 

This led hot non to be shaped with blows 
You talk almost like Ida he can talk , 
And theic is something iii it as you say 
But you talk kindhci we esteem you for 
it — 

He seems a gracious and a gallant Punce, 
I would he had oui daughter for the lest, 
Our own detention, wh), the causes 
weigh’d, 

Fatherly fears — you used us courteously — 
We would do much to gratify your Prince — 
We paidon it , and foi your ingress here 
Upon the skirt and fimge of oiu fan land, 
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You did but come as goblins in the night, 
Nor in the furrow broke the ploughman’s 
head, 

Nor burnt the grange, nor buss’d the 
milking maid, 

Nor lobb’d the farmer of his bowl of 
cream 

But let your Prince (our loyal word upon it. 
He comes back safe) iide with us to our 
lines. 

And speak with Arac Ai ac’ s word is thrice 
As ours with Ida something may be 
done — 

I know not what — and ours shall see us 
friends 

You, likewise, our late guests, if so you 
will, 

Follow us who knows ^ we four may 
build some plan 
Fouisquaie to opposition ’ 

Here he reach’d 
White hands of farewell to my sue, who 
gi owl’d 

An ans . which, half muffled in his 
bearo, 

Let s^" much out as gave us leave to go 

Then rode we with the old king across 
the Uwns 

P neath huge trees, a thousand imgs of 
Spring 

In c\eiy bole, a song on eveiy spiay 
Of birds that piped their Valentines, and 
woke 

Desire in me to infuse my tale of love 
In the old king’s eais, who pio nised help, 
and oozed 

All o’ei with honey’d answer as we lode 
And blossom fragiant slipt the hea\y 
dews 

Gathei’d by night and peace, with each 
light air 

On oui mail’d he ids but other thoughts 
than Peace 

Burnt in us, when we saw the embattled 
squaies. 

And squadions of the Piincc, tiampling 
the fioweis 

With clamoui for among them rose a ciy 
As if to greet the king , they made a halt , 


The horses yell’d , they clash’d their aims , 
the dium 

Beat, merrily blowing shrill’d the martial 
fife , 

And in the blast and biay of the long 
hoin 

And serpent-throated bugle, undulated 
The bannei anon to meet us lightly 
pianced 

Thiee captains out , nor evei had I seen 
Such thews of men the midmost and the 
highest 

Was Arac all about his motion clung 
The shadow of his sister, as the beam 
Of the East, that play’d upon them, made 
them glance 

Like those three stars of the airy Giant’s 
zone. 

That glittei burnish’d by the fiosty daik. 
And as the fiery Sinus alteis hue, 

And bickers into red and emerald, shone 
Their moiions, wash’d with morning, as 
they came 

And I that prated peace, when first I 
heaid 

War music, felt the blind wildbeast of 
foice, 

Whose home is in the sinews of a man, 
Stii in me as to stiike then took the king 
His three broad sons , with now a wandei 
mg hand 

And now a pointed finger, told them all 
A common light of smiles at our disguise 
Broke fiom then lips, and, ere the windy 
jest 

Had laboui’d down within his ample lungs, 
The genial giant, Arac, roll’d himself 
Thiice in the saddle, then burst out in 
words 

‘ Our land invaded, ’sdeath ’ and he 
himself 

Your captive, yet my father wills not wai 
And, ’sdeath ’ myself, what care I, wai 
oi no? 

But then this question of your troth le 
mains 

And theie’s a downnght honest meaning 
m her , 
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She flies too high, she flies too high ’ 'lud 
yet 

She ask’d but space and fin play foi her 
scheme , 

She piest and prest it on me — I myself, 
What know I of these things ? but, hie 
and soul • 

I thought her half light talking of her 
wrongs , 

I say she flies too high, ’sdeath » what of 
that ^ 

I take hei foi the flow er of womankind, 
And so I often told hei, light oi wiong, 
And, Prince, she can be sweet to those 
she loves, 

And, right or wiong, I care not this is 

'll!, 

I stand upon hei side she made me 
swcai It — 

’Sdeath — inJ with solemn rites by cindk- 
hght— 

Swear by St something — I foiget hei 
name — ' 

Her that talk’d clown the fifty w isest men , 
She. was a princess too , and so I '5\\oie 
Come, this is all, she will not waive 
your claim 

If not, the foughten field, what else, at 
once 

Decides U, ’sdeath • against my ixthei’s 
will’ 

I hgg’d in answei loth to lender up 
My precontnet, and loth by bi amless \\ ai 
To cleave the lift of ditieience deepci 
yet, 

Till one of those two brothers, half aside 
And fingering at the hair about his lip, 
To puck us on to combat ‘ Lil e to like ’ 
The woman’s garment hid the woman’s 
heait ’ 

A taunt that clench’d his purpose like a 
blow ’ 

For fieiy short was Cyril’s coimtei scoft, 
And sliaip I answer’d, touch’d upon the 
point 

Wheie idle boys are cowards to their 
shame, 

* Decide it here wh> not ^ we aie three 
to three ’ 


rheii spake the diud ‘hut thiee to 
tliiec? no nioie^ 

No more, and m om noble sistei’s caused 
Moie, more, foi honoui eaeiy captai i 
waits 

Hungry for honoin, angi\ foi his king 
More, moie, some fifty on a side, that each 
May breathe himself, and quick ’ by o\ ci 
thiow 

Of these oi those, the question settled die ’ 

‘ Yea,’ answei M I, ‘ for this w ild wieath 
of ar, 

This flake of lainbow flying on the highest 
beam of men’s deeds — Ihis honour, if ye 
will 

It needs must be for honoui if at ill 
bincc, what decision? if wc fail, we fail, 
And if we win, we fail she would nut 
keep 

Hei coiipact’ ‘’Sdeath’ but we smII 
s<nd to hei,’ 

Said Aiac, ‘woith> leasons wh) she should 
hide by this issue let oui missne tin o’, 
And }Ou shall ha\e hei auswei b> the 
word ’ 

‘Boys’’ shuck’d the old king, but 
aamliei th in a hen 

To hei filse eliugl tcis m the pool , foj 
none 

Rcgaided , neithei seem’d Unit mou to 
sa) 

hack lode we to my falhei’s camp, and 
found 

He thnee had sent a herald to the gates, 
To leain if Ida )et would cede oiu cl um, 
Ol by denial flush liei bibblin<> wells 
With hei own people’s life thiee times 
he went 

The first, he blew and blew, but none 
appear’d 

Tit batter’d at the doois , none eann 
the next, 

An awful voice within had w iriul him 
thence 

The thud, and those eight d'^ughteis of 
the plough 

Came sallying tluo’ the gates, ind i aught 
his hail, 


THE PRINCESS, A MEDLEY 


77 


And so belabour’d him on iib and cheek 
They made him wild not less one glance 
he caught 

1 hro’ open doors of Ida station’d there 
Unshaken, clinging to her piupose, fiim 
Iho’ compass’d by two armies and the 
noise 

Of arms , and standing like a stately Pme 
Set in a cataract on an island-crag, 

When stoim is on the heights, and right 
and left 

Suck’d from the daik heart of the long 
hills loll 

The tonents, dash’d to the vale and yet 
hei will 

Bred will in me to ovcicome it or fall 

But when I told the king that I was 
pledged 

To fight m touiney foi my biide, he 
clash’d 

His lion palms togethei with a cry , 
Himself would tilt it out among the lads 
But o\ei borne by all his beaided loids 
With reasons drawn from age and state, 
perforce 

lie yielded, wroth and red, with fierce 
deinui 

And many a bold knight started up in heat, 
And sw^aic to combat for my chim till 
death 

All on this side the palace ran the field 
Flat to tne gaiden wall and likewise 
here, 

Above the gai den’s glowing blossom belts, 
A column’d entry shone and marble stairs, 
And gieat bionze valves, emboss’d with 
iomyns 

And what she did to Cyrus after fight, 
But now fast bair’d so heie upon the flat 
All that long morn the listsweie hammer’d 
up, 

And all that mom the heralds to and fro, 
AVith message and defiance, went and 
came , 

I ast, Ida’s answei, in a royal hand, 

But shaken heie and theie, and rolling 
words 

Oiation like I kiss’d it and I lead 


* O brother, you have known the pangs 
we felt, 

What heats of indignation when we heard 
Of those that iron cramp’d then women’s 
feet , 

Of lands m which at the altar the poor 
bride 

Gives hei harsh groom foi bridal gift a 
scourge , 

Of living hearts that crack within the fiie 
Wheie smoulder their dead despots , and 
of those, — 

Motheis, — that, all prophetic pity, fling 
Their pretty maids m the running flood, 
and swoops 

The vulture, beak and talon, at the heait 
Made foi all noble motion and I saw 
That equal baseness lived in sleekei times 
With smoother men the old leaven 
leaven’d all 

Millions of thioats would bawl for civil 
nghts. 

No woman named theiefoie I set my 
face 

Against all men, and lived but foi mine 
own 

Fai offfiom men I bmlt afold foi them 
I stored it full of iich mcmoinl 
I fenced it lound with gallant institutes, 
And biting laws to scaic the beasts of prey 
And piosper’d , till a lout of saucy boys 
Brake on us at oui books, and mari’d 
our peace, 

Mask’d like our maids, blusteiing I know 
not what 

Of insolence and love, some pietevt held 
Of baby tioth, invalid, since my will 
Seal’d not the bond — the stiiplmgs ’ — foi 
their spoit’ — 

I tamed my leopaids shall I not tame 
these ^ 

Or you^ or I^ foi since you think me 
touch’d 

Inhonodi — what, I would not aught of 
false — 

Is not our cause piue^ and whcieas I 
know 

Youi prowess, Aiac, and what mother’s 
blood 

You draw from, fight, you failing, I abide 
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What end soever fail you will not Still 
Take not his life he nsk’d it for my own , 
His mothei lives yet whatsoe’er you do, 
Fight and fight well, strike and strike 
home O dear 

Brothers, the woman’s Angel guards you, 
you 

The sole men to be mingled with our 
cause, 

The sole men we shall prize in the after 
time, 

Your very armour hallow’d, and your 
statues 

Rear’d, sung to, when, this gad fly brush’d 
aside. 

We plant a solid foot into the Time, 

And mould a geneiation strong to move 
With claim on claim from light to right, 
till she 

Whose name is yoked with childien’s, 
know herself, 

And Knowledge in oui own land make 
her free. 

And, ever following those two crowned 
twins, 

Commerce and conquest, shower the fieiy 
grain 

Of freedom bioadcast over all that oibs 
Between the Northern and the Southern 
mom ’ 

Then came a postscript dash’d across 
the rest 

‘See that theie be no tiaitois in your 
camp 

We seem a nest of traitors — none to tiust 
Since oui arms fail’d — this Egypt plague 
of men ’ 

Almost our maids weie better at tneii 
homes. 

Than thus man-giidled here indeed I 
think 

Our chiefest comfoit is the little child 
Of one unworthy mothei , which she left 
She shall not have it back the child 
shall grow 

To pnze the authentic mother of hei mind 
I took it for an hour in mine own bed 
This morning there the tender orphan 
hands 


Felt at my heart, and seem’d to charm 
fiom thence 

The wrath I nuised against the world 
faiewell ’ 

I ceased , he said, ‘ Stubborn, but she 
may sit 

Upon a king’s right hand in thunder 
stoims, 

And breed up warriois ’ See now, tho’ 
yo 111 self 

Be dazzled by the wildhre Love to sloughs 
That swallow common sense, the spmd 
ling king, 

This Gama swamp’d in la/y toleiance 
When the man wants weight, the woman 
takes it up, 

And topples down the scales , but this is 
fi\t 

As are the loots of eaith and base of all , 
fWssi foi the field and woman for the 
health 

Man foi the swoid and foi the needle she 
Man with the head and woman with the 
heart 

Man to command and w oman to obey , 
All else confusion Look you ’ the giay 
mare 

Is ill to Inc with, when hci whinny shiills 
Fiom tile to sculleiy, ind her small good 
man 

Shi inks m his aim chan while the fires 
of IIcU 

Mix with his health but you — she’s yet 
a colt — 

Take, bieak hei strongly gloom’d and 
stiaitly ciub’d 

She might not rank with those detestable 
That let the bantling scald xl home, and 
biawl 

Their lights or wiongs like potheibs m 
the street 

They say she’s comely , there’s the fauei 
chance 

/like her none the less foi latmg at her ’ 
Besides, the woman wed is not as we, 
But suffers change of framr A lusty bi a( e 
Of twins may w ecd her of her folly Bo} , 
The bearing and the tiammg of a child 
1 Is woman’s wisdom,’ 
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Thus the hard old king 
I took my leave, for it was nearly noon 
I pored upon her letter which I heid, 

And on the little clause ‘take not his life ’ 

I mused on that wild moining in the 
■woods, 

And on the * Follow, follow, thou shalt 
^ win ’ 

I thought on all the wrathful king had 
said, 

And how the strange betrothment was to j 
end I 

Then I remember’d that burnt sorcerer’s ' 
cuise { 

That one should fight with shadows and 
should fall , j 

And like a flash the weird affection came 
King, camp and college turn’d to hollow 
shows , ! 

I seem’d to move in old memorial tilts. 
And doing battle with forgotten ghosts, 
To dream myself the shadow of a dream 
And ere I woke it was the point of noon, 
The lists were leady Empanoplied and 
plumed 

We entei’d in, and waited, fifty there 
Opposed to fifty, till the tiumpet blared 
At the hauler like a wild horn in a land 
Of echoes, and a moment, and once moie 
The trumpet, and again at which the 
storm 

Of galloping hoofs bare on the ridge of 
speais 

And riders fiont to fiont, until they closed 
In conflict with the crash of shivermg 
points, 

And thundei Yet it seem’d a dieam, I 
dream’d 

Of fighting On his haunches rose the 
steed. 

And into fiery splinters leapt the lance, 
And out of stricken helmets spiang the fire 
Part sat like rocks part reel’d but kept 
their scats 

Part roll’d on the earth and rose again 
and drew 

Part stumbled mixt with floundering 
horses Down 

Fiom those two bulks at Aiac’s side, \nd 
down 


Fiom Arac’s arm, as from a giant’s flail, 
The laige blows lain’d, as here and every 
where 

He lode the mellay, lord of the nnging 
lists. 

And all the plain, — brand, mace, and 
shaft, and shield — 

Shock’d, like an non - clanging anvil 
bang’d 

With hammers , till I thought, can this 
be he 

From Gama’s dwaifish loins? if this be so, 
The mother makes us most — and in my 
dream 

I glanced aside, and saw the palace front 
Alive -with fiuttenng scarfs and ladies* 
eyes, 

And highest, among the statues, statue- 
like. 

Between a cymbal’d Minatn and a Jael, 
With Psyche’s babe, was Ida watching us, 
A single band of gold about hei hair, 
Like a Saint’s glory up in heaven but 
she 

No saint — inexorable — ^no tenderness — 
Too hard, too cruel yet she sees me 
fight, 

Yea, let her see me fall ’ with that I drave 
Among the thickest and boie down a 
Prmce, 

And Cyril, one Yea, let me make my 
dream 

All that I would But that laige moulded 
man. 

His visage all agim as at a wake, 

Made at me thro’ the press, and, stagger- 
ing back 

With stroke on stroke the horse and 
horseman, came 

As comes a pillar of electric cloud. 
Flaying the roofs and sucking up the 
drains. 

And shadowing do'wn the champaign till 
it stiikes 

On a wood, and takes, and breaks, and 
cracks, and splits, 

And twists the grain with such a roai 
that Eaith 

Reels, and the hcidsmen cry, for every- 
thing 


So 
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Gave way before him only Floiian, he 

That loved me closei than his own right 
eye, 

Thiust in between , but Aiac rode him 
down 

And Cyril seeing it, push’d against the 
Prince, 

With Psyche’s colour round his helmet, 
tough, 

Strong, supple, sinew coided, apt at 
aims , 

But tougher, heavier, stionger, he that 
smote 

And threw him last I spuii’d, I felt 
my veins 

Stretch with fierce heat , a moment hand 
to hand, 

And sword to swoid, and hoise to hoise 
we hung, 

Till I struck out and shouted , the blade 
glanced, 

I did but shear a feather, and dieam and 
truth 

Flow’d from me , daikness closed me , 
and I fell 

VI 

Home they brought her wnirior dead 
She nor swoon d, nor uUei d cry 
All htr maidtns,w'itching, slid, 

^ She must w ecp or she n ill clio ‘ 

Then they praised him, soft uid low, 

Call d him worthy to be loved, 

Ti utst friend tnd noblest foe 
Yet she, neithci spoke nor moved 

Stole a maiden from her place, 

Lightly to the wanior stept, 

Took the face cloth fiom the face , 

Yet she neither moved nor viept 

Rose a nurse of mnety years, 

Set his child upon her knee— 

Like summer tempest came her tears — 

‘ Sweet my child, I live for thee 

My dieam had never died or lived 
again 

As in some mystic middle state I lay , 

Seeing I saw not, heanng not I heaid 

Tho’, if I saw not, yet they told me all 

So often that I speak as having seen 


Foi so it seem’d, or so they said to me, 
That all things giew more tragic and 
more stiangc , 

That when oui side was vanquish’d and 
my cause 

For ever lost, theie went up a great cr\, 
The Piince is slam My fathei heaid 
and ran 

In on the lists, and there unlaced mj 
casque 

And groveli’d on my body, and aftei him 
Came Psyche, soi rowing for Aglaia 

But high upon the palace Ida stood 
With Psyche’s babe in arm theie on the 
loofs 

Like that great dane of Lapidoth she 
sang 

‘ Our enemies have fall n, have fall n the seed, 
The little seed they laugh d at m the d iik, 

Has risen and cleft the soil, and grow n a bull 
Of spanless girth, that lays on evuy side 
A thousand arms and rushes to tlic Sun 

‘Our enemies have falln, have falln thej 
came , 

The leaves weie wet with womens teas they 
heard 

A noise of songs they w ould not understand 
liicy mark d it with the iccl cioss to iht f ill, 

And would have sti own it, and uc falln tlum 
stlv cs 

*Our enemies have falln, have filln they 
came. 

The woodmen with their axes lo the ticc ’ 

But we will make it faggots for the ht- irth, 

And shape it plank and beam for roof and floor, 
And boats and bridges for the use of men 

‘Our enemies have falln, have fdln they 
struck 

With theur own blows they hurt themsehes, noi 
knew 

There dwelt an iron nature m the giain 
The glittei mg axe was broken ui their arms, 
Their arms were shatter d to the shoulder blade 

‘ Our enemies have fall n, but this shall giow 
A night of Summer fiom the he it, a breadth 
Of Autumn, dropping fruits of power and roll tl 
With music m the growing brec/e of Time, 

The tops shall stul e from star to st ir, the fangs 
Shall move the stony bases of the world 
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‘ And now, O maids, behold our 
sanctuary 

Is violate, our laws broken ; fear we not 
To bleak them more in their behoof, 
whose aims 

Champion’d oui cause and won it with a 
day 

Blanch’d in our annals, and perpetual feast, 
When dames and heroines of the golden 
year 

Shall stiip a hundred hollows bare of 
Spring, 

To rain an April of ovation lound 
Their statues, borne aloft, the thiee : but 
come, 

We will be liberal, since our rights are 
won. 

Let them not lie in the tents with coarse 
mankind, 

111 nurses ; but descend, and proffei these 
The brethren of our blood and cause, that 
there 

Lie bruised and maim’d, the tender 
ministiies 

Of female hands and hospitality ’ 

She spoke, and with the babe yet in 
her aims, 

Descending, burst the gicat bronze valves, 
and led 

A hundred maids in train across the Park. 
Some cowl’d, and some bare-headed, on 
they came, 

Their feet in flowers, her loveliest : by 
them went 

The enamoui’d air sighing, and on their 
curls 

From the high tiee the blossom wavering 
fell, 

And ovei them the tremulous isles of light 
Shded, they moving under shade . but 
Blanche 

At distance follow’d : so they came : anon 
Thro’ open field into the lists they wound 
Timorously; and as the leader of the 
herd 

That holds a stately fretwork to the Sun, 
And follow’d up by a hundred airy does, 
Steps with a tender foot, light as on air, 
The lovely, lordly creature floated on 


To wheie her wounded brethren lay; 
there stay’d ; 

Knelt on one knee, — the child on one, — 
and prest 

Their hands, and call’d them d*ear de- 
liverers, 

And happy warriors, and immortal names, 
And said ‘ You shall not lie in the tents 
but here, 

And nuised by those for whom you fought, 

. and served 

With female hands and hospitality. ’ 

Then, whether moved by this, or was 
it chance, 

She past my way. Up staited from my 
side 

The old lion, glanng with his whelpless 
eye, 

Silent ; but when she saw me Ijdng stark, 
Dishelm’d and mute, and motionlessly 
pale. 

Cold ev’n to her, she sigh’d ; and when 
she saw 

The haggaid father’s face and reverend 
beard 

Of grisly twine, all dabbled with the blood 
Of his own son, shudder’d, a twitch of pain 
Toitured her mouth, and o’er her forehead 
past 

A shadow, and her hue changed, and she 
said : 

‘ He saved my life : my brother slew him 
for it. ’ 

No more : at which the king in bitter 
scorn 

Drew from my neck the painting and the 
tress, 

And held them up : she saw them, and a 
day 

Rose from the distance on her memory, 
When the good Queen, her mother, shore 
the tress 

With kisses, ere the days of Lady Blanche : 
And then once more she look’d at my pale 
face ; 

Till understanding all the foolish work 
Of Fancy, and the bitter close of all, 

Her iion will was broken in her mind ; 
Her noble heart was molten mher breast ; 
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She bow’d, she set the child on the eaith , 
she laid 

A feeling finger on my brows, and 
piesently 

‘O Sire,’ she said, 'he lives he is not 
dead 

O let me have him with my brethren here 
In our own palace we will tend on him 
Like one of these , if so, by any means, 
To lighten this great clog of thanks, that 
make 

Our progress falter to the woman’s goal ’ 

She said but at the happy word ' he 
lives ’ 

My father stoop’d, re-fathei’d o’er my 
wounds 

So those two foes above my fallen life. 
With blow to blow like night and evening 
mixt 

Their dark and gray, while Psyche ever 
stole 

A little nearer, till the babe that by us, 
Ilalflapt in glowing gauze and golden 
brede, 

Lay like a new-fall’n meteor on the grass, 
Uncared for, spied its mother and began 
A blind and babbling laughter, and to 
dance 

Its body, and reach its falling innocent 
arms 

And lazy lingering fingers She the appeal 
Brook’d not, but clamouring out ‘ Mine — 
mine — not youis, 

It IS not yours, but mine give me the 
child’ 

Ceased all on tremble piteous was the 
cry 

So stood the unhappy mother open 
mouth’d, 

And turn’d each face her way wan was 
her cheek 

With hollow watch, her blooming mantle 
torn. 

Red grief and mother’s hunger in her eye. 
And down dead-heavy sank hei curls, and 
half 

The sacied mother’s bosom, panting, burst 
The laces toward hei babe , but she nor 
cared 


Nor knew it, clamouimg on, till Ida heard, 
Look’d up, and using slowly fiom me, 
stood 

Elect and silent, striking with hei glance 
The mother, me, the child , but he that 
lay 

Beside us, Cyiil, batter’d as he was. 
Trail’d himself up on one knee then he 
diew 

Hei robe to meet his lips, and down she 
look’d 

At the aim’d man sideways, pitying as it 
seem’d, 

Or self-involved , but when she learnt his 
face. 

Remembering his ill omen’d song, arose 
Once moie thro’ all her height, and o’ei 
him grew 

Tall as a figure lengthen’d on the sand 
When the tide ebbs in sunshine, and he 
said 

' O fair and strong and terrible ’ 
Lioness 

That with }our long locks play the Lion’s 
mane ’ 

But Love and Nature, these aie two more 
terrible 

And strongei See, >our foot is on our 
necks. 

We vanquish’d, )ou the Victor of }our 
will 

What would >ou moic^ give hei the 
child ’ remain 

Orb’d in your isolation he is dead, 

Or all as dead henceforth wc let }0U be 
Win you the hearts of women, and 
beware 

Lest, where you seek the common love 
of these. 

The common hate with the levohmg 
wheel 

Should drag you down, and some great 
Nemesis 

Break fiom a daiken’d future, crown’d 
with fire, 

And head you out for ever but how 
soe’ei 

Fix’d in yourself, nevci in you’' own arms 
To hold youi own, deny not heis ti) hei, 
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Give her the child f O if, I say, ^’’ou keep 
One pulse that beats hue woman, if )ou 
loved 

The bieast that fed 01 aim that dandled 
you, 

Or own one poit of sense not flint to 
prayer, 

Give hei the child ' 01 if you scorn to 
lay It, 

Yourself, m hands so lately claspt with 
yours. 

Or speak to hei, youi dearest, her one 
fault 

The tenderness, not youis, that could not 
kill, 

Give me it / will gi\ e it hei ’ 

He saicl 

At first her eye with slow dilation 1 oil’d 
Dry flame, she listening , aflei sanl^ and 
sank 

And, into inouinful twilight mellowing, ! 
dwelt 

Full on the child , she took it * Pretty 
bud ' 

Lily of the \ ale ’ half open’d bell of the 
v oods * 

Sole comfoit of my d-nk houi, when a 
woild 

Of traitoious fiiend and biokcn system 
made 

No purple m the distance, m>stciy, 
Pledge of a love not to be mine, farewell. 
These men are haul upon us as of old, 
^Vc two must part and jet how fain 
was I 

To dieam thy cause embraced in mine, 
to think 

I might be something to thee, when I felt 
Th) helpless waraith about my baiien 
bieast 

In the dead piime but may thy mother 
piove 

As true to thee as false, false, false to me ’ 
And, if thou needs must bear the yoke, 
I wish It 

Gentle as freedom ’ — heie she kiss’d it 
then — 

‘All c^ood go with thee ’ take it Sii,’ 
and so 

L lid the soft babe in hisha^-d mailedhands, 


'Who turn’d half lound to Psyche as she 
spiang 

To meet it, with an eye that swaim m 
thanks , 

Then felt it sound and whole fiom head 
to foot, 

And hugg’d and nevei hugg’d it close 
enough. 

And m hei hunger mouth’d and mumbled 
it. 

And hid her bosom with it , after that 
Put on more calm and added suppliant!) 

*We two weie fiends I go to mine 
own land 

For ever find some other as for me 
I scaice am fit for your great plans )et 
speak to me. 

Say one soft woid and let me part foi- 
given ’ 

But Ida spoke not, lapt upon the child 
Then Aiac ‘ Ida — ’sdeath ' )ou blame 

the man , 

You wiong youiselves — the woman is so 
haid 

Upon the woman Come, a grace to me » 
I am ) our w ai 1101 I and min e ha\ e fought 
\ oui battle kiss hei , take hei hand, 
she weeps 

’Sdeath ’ I would soonei fight thrice o’ei 
than see it ’ 

But Ida spoke not, gazing on thegiound, 
And leddening in the fuiiows of his chin, 
And moved beyond his custom, Gama 
said 

‘I’ve heard that theie is non in the 
blood. 

And I belie\ e it Not on e woi d ^ not one ^ 
Whence drewjou this steel tempei ^ not 
from me, 

Not fiom your mother, now a saint with 
saints 

She said you had a heart — I heard hei 
say it — 

“ Oui Ida has aheai t ” — just ei e she died — 
; “But see that some one v/ith authonU 
I Be near hei still” and I — I sought foi 
I one — 
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All people said she had authoiity— ~ 

The Lady Blanche much piofit ’ Not 
one livoid , 

No ^ tho’ your father sues see how you 
stand 

Stiff as Lot’s wife, and all the good 
knights maim’d, 

I trust that there is no one hurt to death, 
Foi your wild whim and was it then 
for this, 

Was It for this we gave our palace up, 
Where we withdrew fiom summer heats 
and state. 

And had our wme and chess beneath the 
planes, 

And many a pleasant hour with her that’s 
gone, 

Ere you weie boin to vex us ^ Ts it kind^ 
Speak to hei I say is this not she of 
whom. 

When first she came, all flush’d you said 
to me 

Now had you got a friend of your own 
age, 

Now could you share youi thought , now 
should men see 

Two women faster welded m one love 
Than pans of wedlock , she you walk’d 
with, she 

You talk’d with, whole nights long, up 
m the towel, 

Of sme and arc, sphtioid and azimuth, 
And right ascension, He iven knows whrt , 
and now 

A word, but one, one little kindly word, 
Not one to spare her out upon you, 
flint ’ 

You love nor her, noi me, nor any , nay. 
You shame your mother’s judgment too 
Not one ^ 

You will not> well — no heait have }ou, 
or such 

As fancies like the vermin in a nut 
Have fretted all to dust and bitterness ’ 
So said the small king moved beyond his 
wont 

But Ida stood nor spoke, drain’d of her 
force 

By many a vaiying influence and so long 


Down thro’ her limbs a d looping languoi 
wept 

Her head a little bent , and on hei mouth 

A doubtful smile dwelt like a clouded 
moon 

In a still water then brake out my sue, 

Lifting his glim head fiom my wounds 
* O } ou, 

Woman, w horn we thought woman even 
now, 

And were half fool’d to let y ou tend our son, 

Because he might h i\ e wish’d it — but we 
see 

The accomplice of your madness unfoi 
given, 

And think that you might mix his draught 
w ith death, 

When youi skies change again the 
loughci hand 

Is safer on to the tents take up the 
Prince ’ 

Pie lose, and while each car was prick’d 
to attend 

K tempest, thio’ the cloud that dimin’d 
hei broke 

A gennl warmth and light once more, 
and shone 

Thio’ glittering drops on her sad friend 
‘ Come luthci 

0 Psyche,’ she cried out, ‘cinbiicc me, 

come, 

Quick while I melt , make icconcilcmcnt 
sure 

With one that cannot keep hei mind an 
hour 

Come to the hollow heait they slandei so ’ 

Kiss and be fnends, like childien being 
chid ’ 

1 seem no more / want forgi\ eness too 

I should have had to do w ith none hut 

maids, 

That haa e no links with men Ah false 
but dear, 

Dear tiaitoi, too mmh loved, why^ — 
why? — Yet see, 

Before these kings we cmbiace you yet 
once moie 

With all forgiveness, all obluion, 

And trust, not love, you less 
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And now, O sne. 
Grant me your son, to nurse, to wait upon 
him, 

Like mine own brother For my debt to 
him, 

This nightmare weight of gratitude, I 
know it , 

Taunt me no moie yourself and youis 
shall have 

Fiee adit , we will scatter all oui maids 
Till happier times each to her proper 
health 

What use to keep them here — now^ ; 
grant my prayer 

Help, father, bi other, help , speak to the 
king 

Thaw this male nature to some touch of 
that 

Which kills me with myself, and drags 
me down 

From my fixt height to mob me up with all 
The soft and milky labble of womankind, 
Pool weakling ev’n as they are ’ 

Passionate tears 
Follow’d the king replied not Cyiil 
said 

* Youi biothei, Lady, — Floiian, — ask foi 
him 

Of your great he id — foi he is wounded 
too — 

That you may tend upon him wth the 
prince ’ 

‘Ay so,’ said Ida with a bittei smile, 

‘ Our laws aie biol en let him entei 
too ’ 

Then Violet, she that sang the mournful 
song, 

And had a cousin tumbled on the plain, 
I'etition’d too for lum ‘ Ay so, ’ she said, 

‘ I stagger m the stieam I cannot keep 
My heait an eddy fioin the brawling 
hour 

We hicak oui laws with ease, but let it 
he ’ 

‘ Ay so said Blanche ‘ Amazed am I 
to hear 

Your Highness hut youi Highnesb 
brenks with ease 

The Uw}oiu Highness did not make 
’twas I 


I had been wedded wife, I knew mankind, 
And block’d them out , but these men 
came to woo 

Your Highness — verily I think to win ’ 

So she, and turn’d askance a wintiy eye 
But Ida with a voice, that hke a bell 
loll’d by an earthquake in a tiembhng 
lower, 

Rang imn, answer’d full ofgnef and scoin 

‘ Fling our doois wide ' all, all, not 
one, but all, 

Not only he, hut by my mothei’s soul, 
Whatever man lies wounded, friend oi 
foe. 

Shall enter, if he w ill Let our girls flit, 
lill the stoim die * but had you stood by 
us. 

The loai that breaks the Phaios from his 
base 

Had left us rock She fain would sting 
us too, 

But shall not Pass, and mingle with 
your likes 

We biook no fuitlier insult but are gone ’ 

She turn’d , the very nape of hci white 
neck 

Was rosed with indignation but the 
Piince 

Hei biothei came , the king hei father 
charm’d 

Her w ounded soul with woids noi did 
mine own 

Refuse her proffei, lastly gave his hand 

Then us they lifted up, dead weights, 
and bare 

Straight to the doois to them the doois 
gave way 

Gioanxng, and in the Vestal entry shiiek’d 
The virgin maible undei non heels 
And on they moved and gain’d the hall, 
and theie 

Rested but great the crush was, and 
each base, 

To left and right, of those tall columns 
diown’d 

In silken fluctuation and the swann 
Of female whispeieis at the fiuthei end 
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Was Ida by the throne, the two gieat cats 
Close by bei, like supporteis on a shield, 
Bow back’d with fcai but in the centie 
s<ood 

The common men with i oiling e}es, 
amazed 

They glared upon the women, and aghast 
The women stared at these, all silent, 
save 

When armour clash’d or jingled, while 
the day, 

Descending, stiuck athwart the hall, and 
shot 

A flying splendoui out of brass and steel, 
That o’ei the statues leapt fiom head to 
head, 

Now filed an angiy Pallas on the helm, 
Now set a wiathful Dian’s moon on flame, 
And now and then an echo started up, 
And shuddering fled fiom loom to room, 
and died 

Of flight m far apaitments 

Then the \oice 

Of Ida sounded, issuing oidinance 
And me they boie up the bioad stairs, 
and till o’ 

The long laid galleries past a bundled 
doois 

To one deep chambei shut fiom sound, 
and due 

To languid limbs and sickness , kft mt 
in it , 

And olhcis othei where they laid , and ill 
Tint afternoon a sound aiose of hoof 
And chaiiot, many a maiden passing home 
fill happiei times , but some were left of 
those 

Held sagest, and the great loids out and in, 
From those two hosts that lay beside the 
walls, 

Walk’d at their wall, and everything was 
changed 

VTI 

Ask me no more the moon may draw the ^ea , 
The cloud may stoop from hca\tn and tal* c the 
shape 

With fold lo fold, of mountain or of cape , 

Pjiit 0 too fond, when ha\e I answer d thee’ 

Ask mo no more 


Ask me no moie what answer should I £,i\e 
1 Io\c not hollow i licek or faded eje 
Yet, O my friend, I will not ha\e thee die • 
Ask me no more, le^t I should lud thee Ine , 

Vi»k me no more 

Ask me no moie thy fate and mine aie seal d 
I strove against the stream and all in \aiu 
Let the great user take me to the mam 
No moie, dear love, for at a touch I jield , 

Asl me no more 

So was then sanctuaiy violated, 

So Iheir fair college turn’d to hospital , 
At fiist with all confusion by and by 
Sweet 01 del lived agim with other laws 
A kindlici influence leign’d , and cvei} 
wheie 

Low voices with the ministering hind 
Hung round the sick the maidens cimc , 
they talk’d, 

They sang, they read till she not fair 
began 

To gathei light, and she that w as, became 
Hci foimci beaut) tieblc , and to and fio 
With books, wutli flow el s, with Apgcl 
oflices, 

Like creatines native unto giacious act, 
And in then own clcai clement, tlicv 
moved 

But sadness on the soul of Ida fell, 
And hitred of hci weakness, blent with 
shame 

Old Studies fill’d , seldom she spol e 
but oft 

( lonil) to the loofs, and gized alone foi 
houis 

On that disastious Icaguei, swainis of hr n 
Daikening hci female field void w is hei 
use, 

And she as one that climbs a peal to gi/t 
O’ei land and main, and sees v greit 
black cloud 

Diag inwaid fiom the deeps, a wall of 
niglit, 

Blot out the slope of sea fiom verge to 
shoie. 

And suck the blinding spkndnui fiom thi 
Sind, 

end quenching hi e by Iak< ind tiin b) 
inn 



THE PRINCESS, A MEDLEY 


Expunge the world so faied she gazing 
there , 

So blacken’d all her world in sepiet, 
blank 

And waste it seem’d and vain , till down 
she came, 

And found fair peace once moie among 
the sick 

And twilight dawn’d , and mom by 
morn the lark 

Shot up and shrill’d in flickering gyres, 
but I 

Lay silent in the nuifHed cage of life 
And twilight gloom’d, andbioadei giown 
the bowel & 

Drew the great night into themselves, 
and Heaven, 

Stai aftei star, arose and fell , but I, 
Deeper than those wend doubts could 
reach me, lay 

Quite sunder’d fiom the moving Universe, 
Koi knew what eye was on me, nor the 
hand 

That nursed me, more thai infants in 
their sleep 

But Psyche tended PJorian with hei 
oft, 

Melissa came , for Blanche had gone, but 
left 

Her child among us, ■willing she should 
keep 

Couit favoui heic and there the small 
bright head, 

A light of healing, glanced about the 
couch, 

Oi thro’ the pai ted silks the tendei face 
Peep’d, shining in upon the wounded man 
With blush and smile, a medicine in 
themsehes 

To wile the length from languoious horns, 
and draw 

1 he sting fiom pain , nor seem’d it stiange 
that soon 

He rose up whole, and those fair chanties 
]oin’d at hei side, nor stiangei seem’d 
that hcaus 

So gentle, so employ’d, should close in 
love, 
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lhan when two dewdiops on the petal 
shake 

To the same sweet air, and tiemble deeper 
down. 

And slip at once all flagrant into one 

Less prosperously the second suit oh 
tam’d 

At fiist with Psyche Not tho’ Blanche 
had swoin 

That after that daik night among the lields 
She needs must wed him foi hei own good 
name , 

Not tho’ he built upon the babe lestoied , 
Nor tho’ she liked him, yielded she, but 
fear’d 

To incense the Head once moie , till on 
a day 

^Vhen Cyril pleaded, Ida came behind 
Seen but of Ps} che on hei foot she hung 
A moment, and she heaid, at which hei 
face 

A little flush’d, and she past on , but each 
Assumed fiom thence a half-consent in 
volved 

In stillness, plighted tioth, and weie at 
peace 

Nor only these Lo\ e m the sacicd halls 
Held carnival at will, and flying struck 
With showers of laiidom sweet on maid 
and man 

Nof did her father cease to press iny claim, 
Nor did mine own now icconcilcd , nor yet 
Did those twin brothers, risen again and 
whole , 

Nor Aiac, satiate with his victory 

But I lay still, and with me oft she sat 
Then came a change , foi sometimes 1 
would cateh 

Her hand in wild deliiium, giipe it haid, 
And fling it like a viper off, and shiiek 
‘You aic not Ida,’ clasp it once again, 
And call her Ida, tho’ I knew hei not, 
And call hci sweet, as if in iiony, 

And call hci haid and cold which seem’d 
a tiudi 

And still she fear’d that I should lose ni^ 
mind, 
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And often she believed that I should die 
Till out of long fiustiation of hci caie, 
And pensive tendance in the all weaiy 
noons, 

And watches m the dead, the dark, when 
clocks 

Thiobb’d thunder thio’ the palace floors, 
or call’d 

On flying Time fiom all then silver 
tongues — 

And out of memoiies of her kindhei days 
And sidelong glances at my father’s giief, 
And at the happy loveis heait in heait — 
And out of hauntings of my spoken love, 
And lonely listenings to my mutter d 
dieam, 

And often feeling of the helpless hand ■>, 
And woidless bi codings on the wasted 
cheek — 

From all a closei inteiest flouiish’d up, 
Tenderness touch by touch, and hst, to 
these. 

Love, like an Alpine harebell hung with 
tears 

By some cold morning glaciei , fiail at hrst 
And feeble, all unconscious of itself, 

But such as gather’d colour day by da> 

Last I woke sane, but well nigh close 
to death 

For weakness it was evening silent light 
Slept on the painted walls, wheiein weie 
wi ought 

Two gland debigns , foi on one side arose 
The women up in wild levolt, and stoim’d 
At the Oppian law Titanic shapes, they 
cramm’d 

The forum, and half crush’d among the 
lest 

A dwarf like Cato cow er’d On the othei 
side 

Hoitensia spoke against the tax , behind, 
A train of dames by axe and eagle sat, 
With all their foreheads diawn in Roman 
scowls, 

And half the wolf’s milk curdled in their 
veins, 

The fieice triumvirs, and befoie them 
paused 

Hoitensia pleading angiy was her face 


I saw the foims I knew not wheie I 
was 

They did but look like hollow shows, 
nor moie 

Sweet Ida palm to palm she sat the dew 
Dwelt in her ejes, and softer all hei shape 
And rounder seem’d I moved I sigh’d 
a touch 

Came round my wast, and tears upon my 
hand 

Then all foi languoi and self pity ran 
hline down my face, and w ith what life I 
had. 

And like a flower that cannot all unfold, 
So drench’d it is with tempest, to the sun, 
Yet, as It may, turns toward him, I on her 
Fixt my fault eyes, and uttci’d whisper 
ingly 

‘If you be, what I iliink }ou, some 
sweet dieam, 

I wmuld but ask you to fulfil yourself 
But if you be that Ida w horn I knew , 

I ask you nothing onh , if a dream, 
Sweet dream, be perfect I shall die 
to night 

Stoop dowm and seem to kiss me tic I 
die ’ 

I could no moic, hut lay hkt one in 
tiancc, 

That hcais his buiial talk’d of hy his 
friends, 

And cannot speak, noi mo\<., noi make 
one sign. 

But lies and dreads his doom She tm ml, 
she paused , 

She stoop’d , and out of languoi leipt a 
cry, 

Leapt fiery Passion fiom the bunks of 
death , 

And I believed that m the living woild 
My spiiit closed with Ida’s at the lips , 
lill back I fell, and fiom mine aims she 
lose 

Glowing all ov ci noble sh une , and all 
Her falser self slipt fiom hei like a robe, 
And left hei woman, loveliei in hei mood 
Than in her mould that other, when she 
came 
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Fiom barren deeps to conquer all with 
love , 

And down the sUeaming cr)'Stal dropt, 
and she 

Far fleeted by the purple island sides, 
Naked, a double light in air and wave, 

To meet hei Graces, wheie they deck’d 
her out 

For worship without end , nor end of mine, 
Stateliest, for thee ’ but mute she glided 
forth, 

Noi glanced behind her, and I sank and 
slept. 

Fill’d thio’ and thio’ with Lo^e, a happy 
sleep 

Deep in the night I woke she, near 
me, held 

A volume of the Poets of her land 
Iheie to heiself, all in low tones, she 
lead 

'Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white , 
N or waves the cj press in the palace walk j 

Nor winks the gold fin in the poiphyry font 
The file fl> wakens waken thou w ith me 

Now droops the milkwhite peacock like a ghost, 
And 111 e 1 ghost she glimmers on to me 

Now lies the Earth all Danac to the stars, 

And all thy heart lies open unto me 

Now slides the silent meteor on, and lea\ei) 

A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me 

Now folds the lily all hei sweetness up. 

And slips into the bosom of the lake 
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip 
Into my bosom and be lost in me ’ 

I hcaid her turn the page , she found 
a small 

Sweet Idyl, and once more, as low, she 
read 

* Come dow n, O maid, fi om yonder mountain 
heigh 

What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sang) 
In height and cold, the splendour of the hills’ 
hut cease to move so near the Heavens, and cease 
To glide a sunbeam by the bla ted Pine, 

To sit a star upon the sparkling spire , 

\nd come, for Love is of the valley, come, 

For Love is of the valley, come thou do vn 


And find him , by the happy threshold, he, 

Or hand m hand with Plenty m the maize. 

Or red with spirted puiple of the vats, 

Or foxlike in the vine , not cares to walk 
With Death and Morning on the silver horns 
Nor wilt thou snare him m the white ravine, 

Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice, 

That huddimg slant m furrow cloven falls 
To roll the torrent out of dusky doors 
But follow , let the torrent dance thee down 
To find him in the valley , let the wild 
Lean headed Eagles yelp alone, and leave 
The monstrous ledges theie to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreaths of dangling water smoke, 
That like a bioken purpose waste m air 
So waste not thou , hut come , for all the vales 
Await thee , azure pillars of the hearth 
Arise to thee the children call, and I 
Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound. 
Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet 
Myriads of rivulets hurrying thro the lawn. 

The moan of doves in immemonal elms, 

And murmuring of innumerable bets 

So she low toned, while with shut 
eyes X lay 

Listening , then look’d Pale was the 
pel feet face , 

The bosom with long sighs laboui’d , and 
meek 

Seem’d the full lips, and mild the lumi 
noils eyes. 

And the voice trembled and the hand 
She said 

Brokenly, that she knew it, she had fail’d 
In sweet humility , had fail’d in all , 

That all her labour was but as a block 
Left in the qiiairy , but she still weie loth. 
She still weie loth to yield heiself to one 
That w^holly scorn’d to help their equal 
nghts 

Against the sons of men, and baibaious 
laws 

She pray’d me not to judge their cause 
from hei 

That wiong’d it, sought fai less foi truth 
than powei 

In knowledge something wild wuthin 
her breast, 

A greater than all knowledge, beat hei 
down 

And she had nuised me theie fiom week 
to week 
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Much had &he leaint in liLLle time In 
pait 

It was ill counsel had misled the girl 
To vex ti lie he ai ts yet was she but a giil — 
‘ Ah fool, and made myself a Queen of 
farce ' 

When comes anolhei such? ne\ ei, I think, 
Till the Sun diop, dead, fiom the signs ’ 
Hei -voice 

Choked, and hei foiehead sank upon hu 
hands, 

And her gieat heart thio’ all the faultful 
Past 

Went son owing in a pause I clued not 
bleak , 

Till notice of a change in the claik world 
Was lispL about the acaens, and a bud, 
That eaily woke to feed her little ones, 
Sent fiom a dewy bieist a cry for light 
She moved, and at hei feet the volume 
fell 

‘Blame not thjself too much,’ I said, 

‘ nor blame 

Too much the sons of men and baibaious 
laws , 

Ihese W'ere the lougli ways of the woild 
till now 

Henceforth thou hast a helpei, me, that 
know 

The woman’s cause is mans they use 
oi sink 

Togethei, dwaiCd oi godlike, bond oi 
fiee 

For she that out oi Lethe scales with min 
The shining steps of Nature, shares with 
man 

His nights, his days, mo\es with him to 
one goal, 

Stays all the fan young planet in hei 
hands — 

If she be small, slight-natiucd, laiiseiable. 
How shall men giow ^ but woik no moie 
alone ’ 

Oil! place IS much as fai as m lis lies 
We two will seive them both in aiding 
hei — 

Will clear away the pai aside foiins 
That seem to keep her up but diag hei 
down — 


Will leaie her space to buigeon out of all 
Witlnn hei — let hei make herseil hei own 
lo give oi keep, to live and Icnn and be 
All thrt not h urns distinctive womanhoor] 
For woman is not undevelopt man, 

But diverse could we make her as the 
man, 

Sweet Loie weie slrin his dearest bond 
IS this, 

Not like to like, but like in difleience 
Yet m the long jeais likei must theygiow’’ , 
The man be moie of woman, she of man , 
lie gull in sweetness and m moral height, 
Noi lose the wiesthng thews that tliiow 
the world , 

She mental breadth, noi fail in ehildwaid 
caie, 

Nor lose the childlike in the laigei mmd , 
Till at tlic list she set liciself to man, 
Like pcifect music unto noble words , 
And so these twain, upon the skius ol 
Time, 

Sit side by side, full suiiim d in all then 
pow ers, 

Dispensing liaivest, mowing the To lx , 
Self leveieni eieh and leveieneing cieli, 
Distinct 111 individiulities, 

But like cich othei e\ ’n is those w ho lo\ i 
1 hen comes the stateliei Idea bid to 
men 

Then leign the woild s bud ils, 

ell iste ind e ilm 

Thens[)ungs the eiuwning iiee ol hum in 
kind 

May these things be ’’ 

Sighing she sjioke ‘ 1 leu 

They w ill not ’ 

' Deal, but let us tjpe them now 
In our own lives, and this pioud watch- 
word lest 

Of equal , seeing eithei se v ilone 
Is lial^ Itself, and m tiue nuuiagc lies 
Noi equal, noi unequal taeli fulfils 
Defect in each, and alwajs thought in 
thought, 

Pm pose in juiipose, wall in w ill, they glow , 
The single puie and peiLet inimal, 

The two eell’d heait beating, witli one 
full stroke, 

Life’ 
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And again sighing she spoke ‘A 
dieam 

That once was mine ’ what woman taught 
you this^’ 

‘Alone,’ I said, ^fiom eailiei than I 
know, 

Immeised in iich foreshadowings of the 
world, 

I loved the woman he, that doth not, 
lives 

A drowning life, besotted in sweet self, 

Or pines in sad experience worse than 
death, 

Oi keeps his wing’d affections dipt with 
Clime 

Yet was theie one thio’ whom I loved 
hei, one 

Not learned, save in gracious household 
ways, 

Not peifect, nay, but full of tendei wants. 
No Angel, hut a dealer being, all dipt 
In Angel instincts, bieathing Paiadise, 
Interpieter between the Gods and men, 
Who look’d all native to hei place, and 
yet 

On tiptoe seem’d to touch upon a spheie 
Too gloss to tiead, and all male minds 
peifoice 

Sway’d to her fiom then 01 bits as they 
moved, 

And girdled her with music Happy he 
With such a mothei ’ faith in woman 
kind 

Beats with his blood, and tiust in all 
things high 

Comes easy to him, and tho’ he trip and 
fall 

He shall not blind his soul with clay ’ 

‘But I,’ 

Said Ida, tiemulously, ‘ so all unlike — 
It seems you lo\e to cheat yourself with 
words 

This mother is your model I have 
heard 

Of your stiangc doubts they well might 
be I seem 

A mod ery to my o\ n self Nevci, 
Piince , 

You cannot lo\e me ’ 

II 


‘ Nay but thee ’ I said 
‘ Fiona yeailong poring on thy pictured 
ejes. 

Ere seen I loved, and loved thee seen, 
and saw 

Thee woman tliio’ the ciust of non moods 
That mask’d thee from men’s leveience 
up, and foiced 

Sweet love on pianks of saucy boyhood 
now, 

Giv’n back to life, to life indeed, thro’ 
thee, • 

Indeed I love the new day comes, the 
light 

Deaiei foi night, as dearei thou for faults 
Lised over lift thine eyes, my doubts 
aie dead. 

My hamating sense of hollow^ shows the 
change. 

This truthful change in thee has kill’d it 
Dear, 

Look up, and let thy natiue strike on 
mine, 

Like yondei morning on the blind half 
woi Id , 

Approach and feai not, bieathe upon 
my blows , 

In that fine air I ti enable, all the past 
Melts mist-like into this biiglit laoui, and 
tins 

Is morn to moie, and all the iich to come 
Reels, as the golden Autumn woodland 
leels 

Athwait the smoke of burning weeds 
Foigi\e me, 

I waste my heail in signs let be hly 
biide, 

My wife, my life 0 we will walk this 
woild, 

Yoked in all exeicise of noble end, 

And so thio’ those dark gates acioss the 
wild 

That no man know^s Indeed I lo\e 
thee come, 

Yield th}self up my hopes and thine aie 
one 

Accomplish thou nay manhood and thy 
self, 

Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust 
to me ’ 

D 



92 


THE PRINCESS. 1 Jl/EEIEV 


CONCLUSION 

So closed our tile, of which I give you 
all 

The random scheme as wildly as it lose 
The words aie mostly mine , foi ’v/hcn 
we ceased 

There came a minute’s pause, and Waller 
said, 

< I wish she had not yielded ’ ’ then to me, 
* What, if you drest it up poetically ’ ’ 

So play’d the men, the women I gave 
assent 

Yet how to bind the scatter’d scheme of 
seven 

Together in one sheaf > What style could 
suit ’ 

The men leqmicd that I should gi\c 
thioughoiit 

The sort of mock-heioic gigantcsque, 
With which we bantei’d little Lilia hist 
The women — and pci haps they felt then 
power. 

For something in the ballads which they 
sang, 

Or in their silent influence as they sat, 
Had ever seem’d to wrestle with burlesque. 
And diove us, last, to quit( a solemn 
close — 

They haled hantci, wish’d foi something 
real, 

A gallant fight, a noble ]inncess — why 
Not makchei tuic heioie — line sublime^ 
Oi all, they said, as earnest as the close ^ 
Winch yet with such a fiamewoik scaice 
could be 

Then rose a little feud betwixt the two. 
Betwixt the mockeis and the icalisls 
And I, betwixt them both, to please them 
both, 

And yet to give the story as it rose, 

I moved as in a strange diagonal, 

And maybe neithei pleased myself noi 
them 

But Lilia pleased me, foi she took no 
pait 

In oui dispute the sequel of the talc 
Had touch’d hei , and she sd, she 
pluck’d the gi ass, 


She flung it fiom her, thinking last, she 
fixt 

A shoaveiy glance upon hci aunt, and said, 

‘You — tell us what we aie’ who might 
haxe toM, 

For she was cramm’d with theoiies out 
of books,, 

But that there lose a shout the gates 
were closed 

At sunset, and the ciowd weie swaiming 
now, 

To take then lea\e, ibout the garden 
lails 

So I and some went out to these w c 
climb’d 

The slope to Vivian place, and turning saw 

The happy valleys, half in liglit, and half 

Far shadowing liom the we*^!, a land uf 
peace , 

Giay halls alone among then massue 
groacs , 

Turn hamleU , heic and theie a uisUc 
toa, el 

Half lust m belts of hop and bieadths of 
wheat , 

The shnnmeung glimpses of a stieaiu , 
the seas , 

\ led. ml, oi a white , and far bcyoml, 

Imagined moic than seen, the skuts of 
h 1 anee 

‘Look then, a gaideii ’ ’ said mj 
colleg< fiiend, 

The loiy members eldoi son, ‘ inti 
theie' 

God bless llic nanow sea which ketp 
hei ofl. 

And keeps oiu Butain, whole within 
hci ^elf, 

A nation yet, the rulers and the ruled — 

Some sense of duty, something of a faith, 

Some leaeicnee for the laws ouisehes 
ha\c made, 

Some patient foicc to chmge thtm wlu u 
we will, 

Some cnic manhood fiim aqiinst the 
crowd — 

But}ondci, whiff’ Iheie cmnes a sudden 
heat, 
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The giavest citizen seems to lose his heul. 
The king is scared, the soldiei will not 
figkt, 

The little boys begin to shoot and stab, 

A kingdom topples ovei with a shriek 
Like an old woman, and down lolls the 
world 

In mock heroics sti anger than our own, 
Re\olts, lepublics, re\olulions, most 
No giaver than a schoolboys’ barring 
out, 

Too comic for the solemn things they 
aie, 

Too solemn foi the comic touches in 
them. 

Like oui wild Pimcess vith as wise a 
dream 

As some of tnciis — God bless the nariow 
seas ’ 

I wish they w^eie a whole Atlantic bioad ’ 

‘ Have patience,’ I replied, ‘ ouisehcs 
aie full 

Of social wiong, and maybe wildest 
dreams 

Aie but the needful pi eludes of the tiuth 
Foi me, the gcniil day, the happy ciowd, 
The sport halfsacnce, fill me with a 
Lilh, 

rhi^ fine old woild of ouis is but a child 
Vet in the go-cail Patience ’ Give it 
time 

lo Icain its limbs theie is a hind that 
guides ’ 

In such discouise w'e gain’d the gaiden 

1 Ills, 

And thcie w^c saw Sii Walter where he 
stood, 

Pcfoic a towel of ciimson holly oaks, 
Among six boys, head under head, axid 
* look’d 

No little 111) -handed Baionel ne, 

A gicat bioad shouldci’d genial English 
man, 

A loid of fit pii/c oxen and of sheep, 

A ni->ei of huge melons and of pmc, 

A pilrun of some thiil) cli miles, 

A piin])hleleei on gumo nid on giam, 

A qiuuei sessions ehairman, abler none , 


Fan hair’d and ledder than a windy 
mom , 

Now shaking hands with him, now him, 
of those 

That stood the nearest — now address’d 
to speech — 

Who spoke few words and pithy, such as 
closed 

'Welcome, faiewell, and welcome for the 
jear 

To follow a shout lose again, and made 
Ihe long line of the appioaclungiookery 
swei\e 

Fiom the elms, and shook the blanches 
of the deei 

Fiom slope to slope thro’ distant feins, 
and rang 

Beyond the bouin of sunset , O, a shout 
Moie JO) fill th?n the city-roai that hails 
Piemiei ox king ’ Why should not these 
great bus 

Give up their paiks some dozen times a 
yeai 

To let the people bieathe? So thiice 
they cued, 

I likewise, and m groups they stieam’d 
away 

But we went back lo the Abbey, and 
sat on, 

So much tne gatheiing darkness chaim’d 
we sat 

But spoke not, lapt m nameless re\eiie, 
Pci chance upon the futuie man the 
walls 

Blacken’d about us, bats wheel’d, and 
owls whoop’d, 

And gradually the pov eis of the night, 
That lange above the legion of the wand, 
Deepening the coiuts of twilight bioke 
them up 

Thio’ all the silent spaces of the worlds, 
Beyond ill thought into the licavcn of 
Heavens 

Last little Lilia, tismg c|uietly, 
Disiobed the ghmmeiing statue of Sir 
Ralph 

hiom those iich silks, and home well 
pleased we went 
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ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE 
DUKE OF WELLINGTON 

rUBLTSIIED IN 1852 

I 

Bury the Gieat Duke 

With an empire s lamentation, 

Let us buiy the Gieit Duke 

To the noise of the mouining of a 
mighty nation, 

Mourning when then leaders fall, 
Wamois cany the wairior’s pall, 

And SOI low darkens hamlet and hall 

II 

Where shall we lay the man whom wc 
deploie^ 

Here, in sti earning London’s cential loai 
Let the sound of those he wi ought foi. 
And the feet of those he fought foi. 

Echo round his bones foi cveinioie 

III 

Lead out the pageant sad and slow, 

As fits an uni\ eisal w oe. 

Let the long long piocession go, 

And let the son owing ciowd about it 
glow, 

And let the moiunful nnilial music blow, 
Ihe last gieat Englibhinan is lovv 

IV 

Mouin, foi to us he seems the last, 
Remembering all his gicatness in the 
Past 

No more in soldier fashion will he gieet 
With lifted hand the gazei in the street 
O friends, oui chief state-oiacle is mute 
Mourn for the man of long enduiing blood, 
The statesman wanior, moderate, leso 
lute, 

Whole in himself, a common good 
Mouin foi the man of amplest influence, 
Yet clearest of ambitious ciimc, 

Our greatest yet with least pretence, 
Gieat in council and great in wai, 
Foiemost captain of his time, 

Rich in saving common sense. 


And, as the gieatest only aie. 

In his simplicity sublime 
O good giay head which all men knew, 
O voice fiom which then omens all men 
drew, 

O iron nei\e to true occasion true, 

0 fall’n at length that tower of strength 
Which stood four square to all the winds 

that blew ' 

Such was he whom w'c deplore 

1 he long self saciifice of life is o’ei 

The gieat Woi Id- victor’s MCtor will be 
seen no moie 

V 

All IS ovei and done 
Render thanks to the Givei, 

Enghnd, for thy son 
Let the bell be toll’d 
Render thanks to the Givei, 

And lender him to the mould 
Under the cioss of gold 
That shines ovei city ind luei, 

There he shall lest for e\ei 
Vmong the wise and the bold 
Let the bell be loll d 
And a ie\cient people behold 
Ihe toweling cai, the sable steeds 
Blight let it be with its blazon’d deeds, 
Daik m its funeial fold 
Let the bell be loll’d 
And \ dee[)ei kndl in the heart he 
knoll’d , 

And the sound of the soi 1 owing anthem 
loll’d 

lino’ the dome of the golden cross , 

And the volleying cannon thunder his 
loss , 

lie knew then \ oices of old 
For many a time m mm} a clime 
Ills captain’s eai has heaid them boom 
Bellowing \ictoiy, bellowing doom 
When he wath those deep \oices wrought, 
Guaidmg lealms and kings fioin shame , 
With those deep voices oui de id captain 
taught 

The tyiant, and asscils his claim 
In that dread sound to the gicit name, 
Which he has worn so pine of blame. 

In praise and in dispi use the same. 
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A man of well-attemper’d fiame 
O CIVIC muse, to such a name, 

To such a name foi ages long, , 

To such a name, 

Pieseive a broad appioach of fame, 

And evei echoing a\enues of song 

VT 

Who IS he that cometh, like an honour’d 
guest, 

With banner and with music, with soldiei 
and with piiest, 

With a nation weeping, and bieaking on 
my rest ? 

hlighty Seaman, this is he 
Was giea+ by land as thou by sea 
Thine island loves thee well, thou famous 
man, 

The gieatest sailor since out world began 
Now, to the loll of muffled diums, 

To thee the gieatest soldiei comes , 

For this is he 

Was great by land as thou by sea , 

Ills foes weie thine, he kept us fiee , 

0 give him welcome, this is he 
Woith} of oui goigeous iites. 

And w 01 thy to be laid by thee , 

For this IS England’s gieatest son, 

ITc that gain’d a hundred fights, 

Nor evci lost an English gun , 

This IS he that fai away 
Against the myriads of Assaye 
Clash’d with his fieiy few and won , 

And underneath another sun. 

Waning on a later day, 

Round afflighted Lisbon diew 
The treble works, the vast designs 
Of his laboui’d i amp art-lines, 

Wheie he greatly stood at bav, 

\\ hence he issued forth anew, 

And evei great and gieatei giew, 
Beating fiom the wasted \incs 
Back to Fiance hei banded swaims, 
Back to France with countless blows, 

1 ill o’ei the hills hei eagles flew 
Beyond the P>ienean pines, 

Follow’d up in \ alley and glen 
With blaie of bugle, clamoui of men, 
Roll of cannon and clash of aims, 

And England pouiing on her foes 


Such a w&i tiad such a close 
Again thfeir lavening eagle lose 
In angei, wheel’d on Euiope shadowing 
wings, 

And barking for the tin ones of kings , 

Till one that sought but Du+y’s non ciown 
On that loud sabbath shook the spoiler 
down , 

A day of onsets of despair ’ 

Dash’d on every rocky square 
Iheir surging chaiges foam’d themselves 
away , 

Last, the Prussian trumpet blew , 

Thro’ the long- tormented air 
Heaven flash’d a sudden jubilant lay, 

And down we swept and charged and 
overthrew 

So great a soldiei taught us theie. 

What long enduimg heaits could do 
In that world earthquake, Watciloo ’ 
Mighty Seaman, tender and tiue, 

And puie as he fiom taint of crav'fen guile, 
0 savioui of the sih er coasted isle, 

0 shakei of the Baltic and the Nile, 

If aught of things that here befall 
Touch a siDiiit among things divine. 

If lo\e of country mo\c thee thcie at all, 
Be glad, because his bones aie laid by 
thine ’ 

And thio’ the centuries let a people’s voiee 
In full acclaim, 

A people’s voice. 

The proof and echo of all human fame, 

I A people’s voice, when they lejoice 
At civic level and pomp and game, 

I Attest their great commander’s claim 
I With honoui, honour, honoui, honour to 
him. 

Eternal honoui to his name 
VII 

A people’s voice ’ we aie a people yet 
Tho’ all men else then noblei di earns 
foiget, 

Confused by biainless mobs and lawless 
Powcis , 

1 hank Him who islcd us heie, and roughly 
set 

IIiD Baton in blown seas and storming 
oho vas, 
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We ha' c a \oice, with ^^hlch to piy the 
debt 

Of boundless lo\e and ie\eience and le 
giet 

To those gieat men who fought, and kept 
It ouis 

And keep it oius, O God, fiom brute 
contiol , 

O Statesmen, guaid us, guaid the 050, 
the soul 

Of Euiope, keep our noble England 
whole, 

And save the one tiue seed of ficedom 
sown 

Betwixt a people and then ancient thione. 
That sobei fieedom out of which theie 
spiings 

Our loyal passion foi oiu tempci aie kings , 
For, sa\mg that, ye help to sa\c mankind 
Fill public wiong be cuimbled into dust, 
Vnd drill the rawwoild foi the maich of 
mind, 

Till ciowdsat length be sane and ciowns 
be just 

But wink no moie m slotulul oacitiusi 
Remembei him who led yoiu hosts , 

He bad you guaid the sieieil coi''! 

Your cannons mouldei on tin si'^waid 
a/all , 

Ills aoice xb silent m your cuumil hill 
Foi evci , ind wlialeacr tempests loin 
Foi cvci silent even it tiny bioke 
In thundci, Silent, }et lenieuilKi all 
He spol e among you, and the hlan who 
spoke , 

Who ncvei sold the tiuth to seive the 
horn, 

Nor paltei’d wtth Eternal God foi pov ci , 
Who let the tuibid sti earns of lumour 
Thro’ either babbling woild ot high and 
low , 

Whose life avas work, whose language life 
With rugged maxims hewn tiom life. 
Who never spoke against a foe , 

Whose eighty wmteis fiee/e with one 
lebuke 

All great self seekers Uamplmg on the 
light 

Tiuth teller was oiu England’s Alfied 
named , 


Tiuth-Io\ci w'^s olu English Duke, 
Yadiatevei lecoid leap to light 
He jQcaei shall be sliancd 

am 

Lo, the leadei in these gloiious \rais 
Now to gloiious bull'll slowly borne, 
Follow’d by the biave of othci lands, 
lie, on whom fiom both hei open hands 
Lavish Ilonoui showci’d all hei stais. 
And affluent Foi tune emptied all her hoin 
Yea, let all good things await 
Him who caies not to be gieat, 

But as he saacs 01 selves the state 
Not once ox tVvice in oui roiign island- 
stoiy, 

The path of datj was the way to gloiy 
He that walks it, on!} thii sling 
I'oi the light, and leaiiis to deaden 
Love of sell, befuie his joiiijae) closes, 
lie shall find thw stubboiia thistle buistmg 
Into gloss), pill pit-., which outieddeia 
-Vll voluptuous ‘’ndeii lose-. 

Not oiiee 01 twice 111 OUI fail ishnd stoi), 
I he pith of data \ i the \ a) to gloi) 
Tie, that cvci follow nn' iui comnnnd'i 
On with tod oflieiit and knews ami h m<L, 
Ihio’ die long goigi to the fii light Ins 
\Voa 

111 ])atU uiuvaid, and pu \ uTd, 

Shill find the lojtp'ing in ;s of Duly 
sc lied 

Aie close upon tlu dunn '* tibl< luids 
io which oui Lod lliiineU is moon iiid 
sun 

^ueh was he hxs woil dum 

Lut wdiile the nets of iinnkiiid endiue, 

I et his gieat example staufl 
Colossal, slx<ii ofevci) bud, 

And keep tlie soldici in ui, the statesman 
puie 

I ill in all lands and thio’ ill hum an stoiy 
ihc path of duty be the w ay t<i c'h i 
And let the land whose healths he v ed 
fiom shame 

hoi many and miiiy in age pioilnm 
At civie level and jiomp and g ime, 

And when the lo ig illuinincd ciUes 
fl ame, 

Then CvCi loyal non leadei ’s finic, 
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Witli honour, honour, honour, honour to 
him, 

Eternal honour to his name 

IX 

Peace, hxs tuumph will be sung 
By some yet unmoulded tongue ' 

Far on in summers that we shall not see 
Peace, it is a day of pain 
For one about whose patriarchal knee 
Late the little children clung 
O peace, it is a day of pain 
For one, upon whose hand and heait and 
brain 

Once the weight and fate of Europe hung 
Oius the pain, be his the gain ’ 

More than iS of man’s degiee 
Must be with us, y, atchmg here 
At this, oui great solemnity 
Whom we see not we icvtre , 

We level e, and we refrain 
From talk of battles loud and vain. 

And biawlmg memories all too fiee 
For such a wise humility 
As befits a solemn fane 
We levere, and while we heai 
Ihe tides of Music’s golden sea 
Setting tovmd eternity, 

Uplifted high m hcait and hope are we, 
Until we doubt not that foi one so tiue 
There must be othei nobler work to do 
lhan when he fought at Waterloo, 

And Victor he must ever be 
For tho’ the Giant Ages heave the hill 
And bleak the shore, and eveimoie 
Make and break, and w^oik dicu will , 
Iho’ world on world in myriad myiiads 
roll 

Round us, each with different powers. 
And other foims of life than ours. 

What know we gi eater than the souP 
On God and Godlike men we build our 
trust 

Hush, the Dead hlarch wails in the 
people’s cars 

The dark ciowd moves, and there arc sobs 
and teaiS) 

The black enth yawns the moital 
disappears , 

Ashes to xshes, dust to dust , 


He IS gone who seem’d so great — 
Gone , but nothing can bereave him 
Of the foice he made his own 
Being heie, and we believe him 
Something fai advanced in State, 

And that he wears a tiuei crowm 
Than any wreath that man can w eave him 
Speak no moie of his lenown. 

Lay your eaithly fancies down, 

And in the vast cathedral leave him 
God accept him, Christ receive him 

1852 


THE THIRD OF FEBRUARY, 
1852 

My Lords, w e heard you speak you told 
us all 

That England’s honest censure went 
too far , 

That our fiee pi css should cease to brawl. 
Not sting the fieiy Fienchinan into 
war 

It was oui ancient privilege, my Lords, 

To fiing whate’ei wc felt, not fcaiing, into 
w'oids 

We love not this Fiench Cod, the child 
of Hell, 

Wild Wai, who bieaks the converse of 
the wise , 

But though we love kind Peace so well. 
We dare not ev’ii by silence sanction 
lies 

It might be sate oui censt res to w thdiaw , 

And yet, my Lords, not v ell there is a 
higher law 

As long as vv e remain, we must speak free, 
Iho’ all the stoim of Euiopc on us 
bleak , 

No little German state are we. 

But the one vomc in Em ope we 
speak , 

That if to night 0111 gicvtnoss were stiucl 
dead. 

Tin 1C might be left some lecoid of the 
things vve said 
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If you be feaiful, then must v^e be bold 
Our Biitain cannot sahe a tyiAnt o’ci 

Bettei the waste Atlantic i oil’d 

On hei and us and ours for e\eun ore 

What* have we fought foi Fieedomfiom 
our prime, 

At last to dodge and palter with a public 
Clime ^ 

Shall we fcai hun'^ our own we nc\ei 
ftr’d 

Fiom oiu fiist Chailes by force wo 
wiung oui claims 

Flick’d by the I’lpal spin, we leai’d, 

We flung the buithcn of the second 
James 

I say, we ntVL} fcaied * and as foi these 

We bioke them on the land, we diove 
them on the seas 

And you, my Loids, }ou make the people 
muse 

In doubt ifyou be of our Bai oils’ bleed — 

Weie those }oiu sues \/lo fought at 
Lew es ^ 

Is this the manlj stiain of Runnjmede ? 

O falln nobility, that, oaeiawed. 

Would lisp in honey d whispeis. of thi^ 
monstious fi lud * 

Wt, feel, at least, that sdcncc hcie wcie sin, 
Not ouis the fault if i»e ha\e feeble 
hosts — 

If eisy p itions of then km 

Have left the list ficc i lee with nakerl 
coasts * 

Tliey knew the precious things they lud 
to guaid 

For us, we will not spaic the t^iant one 
haid woid 

Tho’ niggaid tin oats of Manchestei may 
bawl, 

What Lngland was, shall hei tiue sons 
foi get ^ 

We aie not cotton spmneis all, 

But some love England and her honour 
>ct 

And these in oui Theimopyl e shall stand, 

And hold against the woild this honoiu 
of the land 


THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHl 
BRIGADE 


FIali a league, half a league. 
Half a league onwaid, 

All in the \ alley of Death 
Rode the su bundled 
‘ Foi ward, the Light Biigade ’ 
Chai ge for the guns ' ’ he said 
Into the \ illcy of Deuth 
Rode the six hundied 

ir 

‘Foiwaid, the iicrht Biigade ’’ 
\\ IS tlieie a m in disiiny’d ^ 

Not tho’ the solchei knew 
Some one had blimd< I’d 
Iheii s not to mal t le])!}, 
riieii’s not to leason v\hy, 
Then’s but to do and du 
Into the \ alley of Death 
Rode the si\ hundied 

III 

Cannon to light of them, 

C umon to left of them, 

( union in fi out of them 
\ (dley (I ind tliundu d , 
Stoinid U with shot iiul slull, 
Boldl} the) lodc uid \\ 1!, 

Into till I iws of J )e till, 

Into the mouth of 1 iell 
Rode the six iiui idled 

l\ 

Flash’d all then sabn s bait, 
Flash das Ihej tuiiul in in 
Sabimg the gunnels Iheie, 
Chaiging an aimj, while 
iill the woild wondei d 
Flunged m the batten smol e 
Right lino’ thf line the> Inoke , 
Cossxck md Kussnn 
Reel’d fiom the siliie-stiokc 
Shattei’d and sundei d 
Then they lode Inti , but not 
Not the si\ hunditd 
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V 

Cannon to light of Lheixi, 

Cannon to left of them, . 

Cannon hehmd them 
Volley'd and thunder’d , 

Stoim’d at with shot and shell, 
While hoise and heio fell, 

They that had fought so well 
Came thio’ the jaws of Death, 

Back fiom the mouth of Hell, 

All that w^’s left of them, 

Left of SIX hundred 

VI 

When can then gloiy fade ^ 

O the wild cl aigc they made ’ 

All the world wondei’d 
Ilonoui the charge they made ’ 
Honoui the Light Biigade, 

Noble SIX bundled ’ 

ODE SUNG AT THE OPENING 
OF THE INTERNATIONAL 
EXHIBITION 

I 

Uplifi a thousand voices full and sweet, 
In this wide hall with eai Ill’s invention 
stoicd. 

And pi aise the invisible univeisal Loid, 
Who lets once moic in peace the nations 
meet, 

Wheie Science, Ait, and Laboui have 
outpour’d 

Then myriad horns of plenty at oui feet 

II 

O silent father of oui Kings to be 
Mourn’d in this golden hoiu of jubilee, 
For this, foi all, we weep our thanks to 
thee ’ 

III 

The woild compelling plan was thine, — 
And, lo ’ the long labouous miles 
Of Palace , lo ’ the giant aisles, 

Rieh in model and design , 

Hanest-toul and husbandly, 

Loom and wheel and cnginei), 

II 


Seciets of the sullen mine, 

Steel and gold, and corn and wine, 
Fabiic lough, oi faiiy-fine. 

Sunny tokens of the Line, 

Polar marvels, and a fe?st 
Of wonder, out of AVest and East, 

And shapes and hues of Art divine ’ 

All of beauty, all of use. 

That one fan planet can pioduce, 
Biought from undei eveiy stai, 

Blown fiom o\ei evciy mam, 

And mixt, as life is mnt with pain, 

The woiks of peace with woiks of wai 

i\ 

Is the goal so fai away > 

Fai, how fn no tongue can say, 

Let us dieam oiu dream to day 

V 

O ye, the vase who think, the wise who 
leign, 

Fiom giowmg commerce loose hci latest 
chain, 

And let the fan vvhite wing’d pcaccmakei 
fly 

To happy havens undei all the sky, 

And mix the seasons and the golden 
houis , 

Till each man find his own in all men’s 
good, 

And all men woik in noble biotheihood, 
Breaking their mailed fleets and aimed 
towel s, 

And lulmg by obeying Natuie’s poweis, 
And gathcimg all the fruits of eaith and 
Clown’d with all bti flovveis 

A WELCOME TO ALEXANDRA 

MVRCII 7 , 1863 

Sea kilts’ daughtei fiom o\ei the sea, 
Alexandia ’ 

Saxon and Noiman and Dane aic we, 
But all of us Danes in oiu w cl come of 
thee, Alexandia ’ 

Welcome hei, thundeis ol foi L and of fleet ' 
Welcome hei, thundeiing chcci of the 
sticet ’ 

D 2 
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Welcome liei, ill things }Outhful ind 
sweet, 

Scatter the blossom unclei hci feet ’ 
Break, happy land, into eiiliei flovveis. » 
Make music, O bud, m the new budded 
bowers ’ 

Blazon youi mottoes of blessing and 
pia>ei ’ 

Welcome hei, welcome her, ill that is oms’ 
Waible, O bugle, and tiumpet, blaie ’ 
Flags, flutter out upon tuiiets ind towcib ’ 
Flames, on the windy heidland flue * 
Utter youi jubilee, steeple ind spire ’ 
Clish, ye bells, in the men} Much an * 
Flash, ye cities, in ii\ers of fiie ' 

Rush to the loof, sudden locket, ind 
higher 

Melt into stus foi the lindk dcsiie ’ 

Roll and lejoice, jubilant voice, 

Roll as a ground swell dish’d on the 
strand, 

Roir as the sea when he welcomes the 
land, 

And welcome hei, welcome the lind s 
desire, 

The sea kings’ daughter is happy is fan, 
Blissful biide of i blissful heir, 

Biide of the heir of the kings of the sci — 
0 joy to the people ind joy to the 
throne, 

Come to us, love us ind mike u j oui 
own 

For Sa\on oi Dine oi Noimin wc, 
Teuton oi Celt, or whlte^el wc be, 

We are each all Dane in oiu welcome of 
thee, Alexindii ’ 

A WELCOME TO HER ROYAL 
HIGHNESS MARIE ALEX- 
ANDROVNA, DUCHESS OF 
EDINBURGH 

M\KCI 1 7 , 1874 
I 

The Son of him with whom we strove 
for powei — 

Whose will IS loid tin o’ ill his woild 
domain — 


Who nude the seif 1 min, and burst 
his chiin — 

His given oui Piince his own imperial 
Flow Cl, 

Alc\andio\ ni 

And welcome, Russian How ei, a people’s 
piide. 

To Britiin, when hci lloweis begin to 
blow * 

Fiom love to lo\c, fioni home to home 
}ou go, 

From inothei unto mothei, stately biide, 

Mine Alemndiovnx ’ 

II 

The golden news ilong the steppes is 
blown, 

And It thy mine the Taitir tents iie 
still’d , 

Elbiiiz ind ill the Ciucisus hi\e 
heiid , 

And all the sultiy pilms of Inch 1 known, 

Ale indiovni 

The voices of our univeisil sii 

On ci[)es of Afiic is on cliils of Kent, 

The Mioiis ind tint Isle of Continent, 

And lu}il pines of (Aiiidx niuimui 
thee, 

Maiie Me\ mdiovni ’ 

HI 

Fur cmpiies bi inehmg, both, in lusty 
life 

\et II Hold’s Lnglind fell to Noimin 
svvoids , 

\et thine own hnd Ins bow’d to 
Tiitir hoides 

Since English Iliiold give its tin one 1 
wife, 

Ale vincliovni ’ 

For till ones ind peoples iie xs waifs that 
swing, 

And floit 01 fill, m endless ebb ind 
flow , 

But who love best hive best the giice 
to know 

That Love by light divine is deathless 
king, 

Mane Alewndrovna ’ 



THE GRANDAIOTHER 


lor 


IV 

And Love has led thee to the sti anger 
land, 

Wheie men are bold and stiongly say 
their say , — 

See, empire upon empire smiles to- 
day, 

As thou with thy young lover hand in 
hand 

Alexandiovna ’ 

So now thy fuller life is in the west, 

Whose hand at home was gracious to 
thy pool 

Thy name was blest within the nairow 
door , 

Here also, Mane, shall thy name be blest, 
Maiie Alexandrovna ’ 


V 

Shall fe!ii s and jealous hati eds flame again ^ 

Or at thy coming, Princess, e\eiy 
■ftheie, 

The blue heaven break, and some 
divinei air 

Bieathe thro’ the world and change the 
heaits of men, 

Alexandiovna ? 

But heaits that change not, love that 
cannot cease, 

And peace be youis, the peace of soul 
m soul ’ 

And howsoevei this wild world mayioll, 

Between youi peoples tiuth and manful 
peace, 

Alfred — Alexandrovna ’ 


THE GRANDMOTHER 

I 

And Willy, my eldest bom, is gone, you say, little Anie^ 

Ruddy and white, and strong on his legs, he looks like a man 
And Willy’s vifc has viitten she never was ovei wise, 

Never the wife foi Willy he wouldn’t take my advice 

II 

For, Annie, you see, hei father was not the man to save, 

Hadn’t a head to manage, and diank himself into his giave 
Pictty enough, very pretty ’ but I was against it for one 
Eh ’ — but he wouldn’t heai me — and Willy, you say, is gone 

III 

Willy, my beauty, my eldest bora, the flower of the flock , 

Nevei a man could fling him for Willy stood like a rock 
‘ Hcie’s a leg for a babe of a week ’ ’ says doctor , and he would be bound, 
There was not his like that year in twenty paiishes lound 

IV 

Strong of his hands, and stiong on his legs, but still of his tongue ' 

I ought to have gone before him I wondei he went so young 
I cannot ciy for him, Annie I have not long to stay , 

Peihaps 1 shall see him the sooner, for he hved far away 

V 

Why do you look at me, Annie you think I am haid and cold , 

But all my childien have gone befoie me, I am so old 
I cannot weep for Willy, noi can I weep foi the icst , 

Only at youi age, Annie, I could have wept with the best 
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For I remembei a quaiiel I hid \\itli yoiu fitnci, my dc'^r, 

All for a slandeious sloiy, that cost xic many i ten 
I mean yoiu gnndfathei, Annie it co'^t me a \^oild of moc 
S eventy years ago, my dailmg, seventy yeais igo 

in 

Foi Jenny, my cousin, hid come to the place, and I kne\v light \\cll 
That Jenny had tiipl m hci time I lvne^\, but I \vOuld not tell 
And she to be coming and slandeiing me, Ihr in-.c little liai ’ 

But the tongue is a fiic a^ you know, my <lcn, the tongue i a hie 

1III 

And the paison made it liis te\t ihit ueeh, and he said lAcv isc, 
Thai a lie N\hich is half a tiuth is c\ci the bl iches* of lies, 
lhat a he \vhich is all a he may be met and fought v itli outiiilit 
But a he which is p irt a tmth i-> i luidei luat^ei to tight 

i\ 

And Willy had not been down to the faim foi a week and a day , 
And all things lookM half-dead, tho’ it i as the middle of May 
Jenny, lo slandei me, who 1 new a hat Jenny had been ’ 

But soiling anothei, Annie, will ne\ei make oneself clem 


And I died myself well mgh blind, and ill of an e\ening 1 ite 
I climb’d to the top of the gailh, and stood by tlu loid it tin gUt 
The moon like a nek on toe w is ii iiv’ o\ei tht dik, 

And whit, whit, whit, m the ljush beside me cluiiiipt tlie nightingde 

'I 

All of a sudden he slop! Iheie past by the gate of the fimi, 

AVilly, — he didn’t see me, — and Jenny hung on his aim 
Out into the load I slaited, and spoke I ^-caicc knew ho\/ , 

Ah, theie’s no fool like the old one — it makes me angiy now 

Ml 

Willy stood up like a man, and look’d the thing that he nicint 
Jenny, the vipei, made me a mocking cuitsey and went 
And I said, ‘ Let us pait in a bundled yeais it 11 all be the <^ame, 
You cannot love me at all, if you love not my good name ’ 

Mil 

And he turn’d, and I saw' his eyes all wet, in the sw'cct moonshine 
‘ Sweetheart, I lo\c you so well that yoiu good name is mine 
And what do I care foi Jane, let her speal of you well oi ill , 

But many me out of hand wc two shall be happy still ’ 


THE GRANDMOTHER 
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XIV 

‘ Many you, Willy ’ ^ said I, * but I needs must speak my mind, 

And I feai >ou’ll listen to tale?, be jealous and haid and unkind ’ 

But he turn’d and claspt me in his arms, and ans^ver’d, * No, love, no , 
Seventy yeais ago, my dailing, seventy years ago 

XV 

So Willy and I weie wedded I woie a lilac gown , 

And the lingers lang with a will, and he gave the iingeis a ciown 
But the hist that evei I baie was dead before he was born, 

Shadow and shme is life, little Annie, flower and thoin 

XVI 

That was the fiist time, too, that e\ei I thought of death 
Theie lay the sweet little body that never had diawn a bieath 
I had not w ept, little Anne, not since I had been a wife , 

But I wept like a child that day, for the babe had fought for his life 

XVII 

His dear little face was troubled, as if with angei or pain 

I look’d at the still little body — his tiouble had all been in vain 

Foi Willjr I cannot weep, I shall see him another mom 

But I wept like a child foi the child that was dead before he was bom 

XVIII 

But he cheer d me, my good man, foi he seldom said me nay 
Kind, like a man, was he , like a man, too, would h-^ae his way 
Never jealous — not he we had many a happy yeai , 

And he died, could not w'eep — my own time seem’d so near 

xix 

But I wish’d it had been God’s will that I, too, then could have died 
I began to be tired a little, and fain had slept at his side 
And that w as ten ycais back, oi more, if I don’t forget 
But as to the children, Annie, they’re all about me >et 

x\ 

Pattering ovei the boaids, my Annie who left me at two, 

Patter she goes, my ow n little Annie, an Annie like j ou 
Patteiing oiei the boaids, she comes and goci, at hci wall. 

While Haiiy is in the fi\e-acie and Chaiiic ploughing the hill 

x\i 

And Ilany and Chailie, I heai them loo — they sing to then team 
Often they come to the dooi in a pleasant 1 ind of a dieaiii 
Ihey come and sit oy my chi’ll, they liovei about my bed — 

I am not ilways ceitain if they be alive or dead 
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And yet I Vnow for a truth, theie% none of them left alive , 

Foi Hairy went at sixty, }oiii fithei at sixt) five 
And Willy, my eldest-boin, at nigh threescore ind ten , 

I knew them all as babies, and now they’io eldeil} men 

win 

Foi mine is a time of peice, it is not often I gneve , 

I am oftener sitting at home in ni} father s farm at e\ e 
And the neighboius come and laugh and gossip, ind so do I , 

I find myself often laughmg at things tli it Inv e long gone b} 

wiv 

To be suie the preacher sa>s, oiii sms should make us snd 
Tut mine is a time of peace, and theie is Giace to be had , 

And God, not man, is the Judge of us all when life shill cease , 
And in this Took, little Annie, the message is one ol Peace 

wt 

And age is a time of peace, so it be fice fiom pain, 

And happy has been my life , but I would not live it agun 
I seem to be tiied a httle, that’s ill, and lung foi lest , 

Only at }Our ige, Annie, I could have wept with the best 

w\i 

So Willy has gone, mv beiuty, my eldest boin, mv fiuvvt i , 

But how can I weep foi Willy, he his l)ut gone foi in hoin 
Gone foi a minute, my son, fiom this jooin into the lu vt , 

I, loo, shall go in i minute What time hue F to be vext ? 

WVII 

And Willy’s wife has widten, she nevci was ovei wise 
Get me my glasses, Annie thank God that I keep my e} es 
There is but a tiifle left >ou, when I shall have past away 
But stiy with the old woman now jou cannot have long to stay 

NORTHERN FARMER 

01 D SlYLE 
I 

Whler ^asta bean saw long and mea liggm’ ’eic nloan^ 

Noorse '> thoorl newt o’ a noorse whoy, Doctoi b abc in agoan 
Saj s that I meant ’a naw moor aalc but I be int a fool 
Git m i my aale, fur I Leant a goom’ to break my rule 
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II 

Doctois, they knaws nowt, fui a siys whaf’s nawways tiue 
Naw sooit o’ komd o’ use to siay the things that a do 
I’ve ’ed my point o’ aale ivry noight sin’ I bean ’eie, 

An’ I’ve ’ed my qiiait i\ry inaiket noight foi fooity yeai 

III 

Parson’s a bean loikewoise, an’ a sittm’ eie o’ my bed 
‘The amoighty’s a taakin o’ >ou to ’issen, my friend,’ a said, 

An’ a towd ina my sms, an’s loithe were due, an’ I gied P m bond , 

I done mo> duty boy ’urn, as I ’a done boy the lond 

IV 

Lam’d a ma’ bea I reckons I ’annot sa mooch to lam 

But a cast oop, Ihot a did, ’boot Bessy Mairis’s baine 

Thaw a knaws I hallus \oated wi’ Squoire an’ chooich an’ staate, 

An’ 1’ the woost o’ tonnes I wur nivei agin the laate 

V 

An’ I hallus cooin’d to ’s choorch afooi moy Sally v\ ui dead, 

An’ ’eeid ’um a buinmin’ awaay loike a buzzaul clock ^ owei m} ’eid. 
An’ I niv ei knavv’d whot a meaii’d but I thovv t a ’ad summut to saay, 
An’ I thowt a said whot a o\v t to ’a said m’ I coom’d av^aay 

VI 

Bessy hEauis’s baine • tha knaws she laaid it to mea 
hlowt a btaii, nnjlnp, h 1 she win a bad un, shea 
’Sivei, I kep ’um, I kcp ’um, my lass, tha mun nndeistond , 

I done mo) duty boy ’um as I ’x done boy the lond 

\ii 

But Parson a cooms an’ a goos, an’ a says it easy an’ fieea 

‘ The amoighty’s a taakin o’ you to ’issen, my fiiend,’ sajs ’ta 

I weant saay men be loiais, thaw summun said it in ’aaste 

But ’e leads wonn saiinin a wceak, an’ I ’a stubb d Thuinxb) w aaste 

viii 

D’ja moind the w aaste, my lass? naw, naw, tha was not bom then , 

Iheer wui a boggle m it, I often ’eeid ’um mysen , 

hloxst loike a buttei bump,^ fui I ’eerd ’um aboot '’n’ aboot, 

But I stubb’d ’um oop wi’ the lot, an’ raaved an’ icmbled ’um oot 

i\ 

Keapei’s it win fo’ they fun ’um thcer a laaid of ’is faace 
Boon 1’ the woild ’enemies ^ afooi I cooin’d to the phexce 
Noaks 01 rhimbleby — toanci ’ed shot ’urn as dead xs a naail 
Noxks w 111 ’ang’d foi it oop at ’soize — but git ma inv x ilc 


1 Cod chxf-i 


2 Bittc’-n 


*^nc.mones 
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Dubbut loook T,t the waaste thcei v; ain’t not feead for a cow , 

Nowt at all but bracken an’ fuzz, an’ loook at it now — 

Waint woith nowl a haacre, an’ now theer’s lots o’ feexd, 

Foiuscooi yows upon it an’ some on it doon i’ see id 

XI 

Nobbut a bit on it’s left, an’ I mean’d to ’a stubb’d it at fall. 

Done it ta yeai I mean’d, an’ lunn’d plow Ihiuff it an’ all, 

If godamoighty an’ paison ’ud nobbut let ma aloan, 

Mea, wi’ haate oondeid haacie o’ Squone’s, an’ lond o’ my oan 

\u 

Do godamoighty knaw what a’s doing a taakin’ o’ mca ^ 

I Leant wonn as saws ’eic a bean an’ yondci a pc i , 

An’ wSquoiie ’ull be sa mad an’ all — a’ deal a’ dcai ' 

And I ’a managed foi Squoire coom Michaelmas thulty 5 ca^ 

Mil 

A mowt ’a taaen ow^d Joines, as ’ant nor a ’aapoth 0’ sense, 

Oi a mowt ’a taien young Robins — a nnei mended a fence 
But godamoightj a moost laake mea an’ taike ma now 
Wi’ aaf the cows to cauve an’ Thurnaby hoilms to plow ’ 

\ir 

Loook ’ow quoloty smoilcs when they sci as ma i passin bo}, 

Says to thessui naw doubt ‘what a man a be a sewei loj ’’ 

Fm they knaws wlnt I bean to bquoiiL sin fust a coomd to the All , 
[ done mo) duty by bquoirc an’ I done moy dut> boy Inll 

\v 

Squonc’s 1’ Lunnon, an’ siunmun I leckons ’ull ’a to \»ioUc, 
hoi who a’s to howd the lond alcr mea thot muddles ma quoit , 

Saitm scw^ei I be a, thot a weant nisei give it to Joancs, 

Naw, nor a nioant to Robins — a nuei rcmbleb the stoans 

\vi 

But summun ’ull come atei mea mayhap wi’ ’is kittle o’ steam 
Huzzin’ an’ maaziii’ the blessed fealds wi’ the Dnil’s oan team 
Sin’ I mun cloy I mun cloy, thaw loifc they sa) s is sw eel, 

But sin’ I mun doy I mun cloy, for I couldn abe u to see it 

WII 

What atta stannin’ thcci fm, an’ doesn bung nn the aab 
Doctoi’s a ’loattlcr, lass, an a’b hallus 1’ the owd taxle 
I weant bieak lules fui Doctoi, a knaws naw niooi noi a ilo) , 

Git ma my aale I tell tha, an’ if I mun doy I mun doy 
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•NEW STYLE 

I 

Dosn’t thou ’eai my ’eise’s legs, as they canteis awaay^ 

Pjoputty, pioputty, pioputty — that’s what I ’eais ’em saay 
Pioputty, pioputty, proputty — Sam, thou’s an ass foi thy paains 
Theei’s mooi sense 1’ one o’ ’is legs nor in all thy braains 

II 

Woa — theer’s a ciaw to pluck wi’ tha, Sam yon’s parson’s *ouse — 
Dosn’t thou knaw that a man mun be eathei a man 01 a mouse ^ 
Time to think on it then , for thou’U be ta\enty to weeak ^ 

Propulty, proputty — woa then woa — let ma ’car mysen speik 

IIT 

Me an’ thy muther, Sammy, ’as bean a-talkin’ o’ thee , 

Thou’s bean talkin’ to muthci, an’ she bean a tellin’ it me 
Thou’ll not mail)?- foi munny — thou’s sweet upo’ paison’s lass — 

Noa — thou’ll many foi luvv — an’ we boath on us thinks tha an ass 

IV 

Scea’d hei todaay goa by — Saaint’s daay — they was iinging the bells 
She’s a beaut) thou thinks — an’ soa is scoois 0’ gclls, 

Them as ’as mimn) au’ all — wot’s a beauty ? — the flo\/ci as blaws 
But pioputty, pioputty sticks, an’ pioputty, pioputt) giaws 

V 

Do’ant be stunt ^ taake time I knaws what maakes tha sa mad 
Wnin’t I ciaizcd fur the lasses mysen when I wui a lad? 

But I knaw’d r Quaakei fellei as often ’as towd ma this 
‘Doant thou mapy for munny, but goa wheel munny is ’’ 


VT 

An’ I went wheel munny war an’ thy muther coom to ’and, 
Wi’ lots o’ munny laaid by, an’ a mcctish bit 0’ land 
Mai) be she wain’t a beauty — I ni\ei giv it a thowt — 

But wain’t she as good to cuddle an’ kiss as a lass as ’ant nov t ? 


VII 

Paison’s lass ’ant novit, an’ she weant ’a nowl when ’e’s dead, 
hfun be a guiness, lad, 01 summut, and addle ^ hei biead 
Wh) ? fill ’c’s nobbul a cm ate, an’ weant nivei git nav» ’ighci , 
An’ ’e maidc the bed as ’c ligs on afooi ’e coom’d to the shiie 


^ Eain 


I Ihis \vccl 


OIj timtc 
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An thin ’e coom’d to the paiish wi’ lots o’ Vaisity debt, 

Stook to his taail they did, an’ ’e ’ant ^ol shut on ’em ) t.t 
An’ ’e ligs on ’is back i’ the gup, wi’ noxn lo lend ’im a shove, 
Wooise noi a fai wcltu’d"^ yowe fui, banimj, \ mairied fui lim 

i\ 

Luvv^ u hat’s thou can luv\ thy lass an’ ’ci munny too, 

Maakin’ ’em goa togithei as they’ve good light to do 
Could’n I liivv thy muthci by cause o’ ’cr munn> laud by^ 

Nad} — fur I iuvv’a ’ci a \ xst sight mooi fiii it le isuri vnIi} 


Ay an’ thy niiither says thou uants to many the lass, 

Cooms of a gcitlemin bum an’ we boith on u«- thinks tin an ass 
Woa then, proputty, %Mltha^ — an ass as ncai as ma)s nowt- — 
^Yoa then, wiltha > dangtha ’ — the bees is as fell as on t ^ 

\i 

Break me a bit o the esh foi his ’ead, lad, out o’ the fence ' 
Gentleman burn ’ what’s gentleman bin n ^ is it '■hillins in’ ptnct^ 
Pioputt}, pioputty’s i\i) thing ’ue, an’, Simmv I m bL^t 
Tf It isn’t the saimc oop londu, fur them is ’is it’s the best 

MI 

Tis’n them as ’as munny as bicaks into ’ousts an’ sti lU, 

Ihein as ’as coats to their backs an’ tiikes tluii u <pilu im iK 
Noa, but It’s them as him i knaivs w liter i nit il -» to lu ’id 
iaake my vvoid foi it, Sammy, the pooi m i looin[ is bid 

Mir 

Them or tliii foytheis, thi sees, mun ’a be in a la i/y lot, 

Fur v^oik mim ’i gone lo the gittm’ iihinmi immii} uas gut 
Feythcr ’ad ammost nowt , leastwajs ’is mimnv is id 
Cut ’e tued an’ moil d ’isseii deid, an ’e died a good im, ’o did 

\ 1 \ 

Loook thou theei wheei ^^llgglesb> beck cooms out b/ the ’ill ’ 
Feythcr um oop to the faim, an’ 1 urns oop to the mill , 

An’ I’ll run oop to the bug, an’ that Ihou’Il li\e to ste , 

And if thou marries a good un I’ll lea\e the land to thee 

\v 

Thim’s my noations, Samm), whceiby I meins to sticl , 

But if thou maincs a bad un, I’ll leaie the land to I)ieK ■— 

Coom oop, proputty, proputty— -that’s what I 'eiis ’ m saiv-- 
Pioputty, proputty, pioputly — cantci an’ cantei awaij 

I Or fow eltcr’d,— said of a sheep Ijing on its It irk m tlK rmruw 
" Makes nothing i 1 he flit j iie as fiexee is in>lh)nj 
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THE DAISY 

■WRITTEN AT EDINBURGH 

0 LOVE, what houis were thine and mine, 
In hnds of palm and southern pine , 

In lands of palm, of orange blossom, 
Of olive, aloe, and maize and \ine 

What Roman strength Turbia show’d 
In luin, by the mountain load , 

How like a gem, beneath, the city 
Of little Monaco, basking, glow’d 

How iichly down the locky dell 
The toiient vineyaid sti earning fell 
To meet the sun and sunny waters. 
That only heaved with a summer swell 

What slender campanili grew 
By bays, the peacock’s neck in hue , 
Wheie, heie and there, on sandy 
beaches 

A milky bell’d amaiyllis blew 

How young Columbus seem’d to love. 
Yet picsent m his natal giove. 

Now watching high on mountain coi 
nice. 

And steering, now, fiom a purple cove, 

Now pacing mute by ocean’s rm , 

Till, m a naiiow stieet and dim, 

1 stay’d the wheels at Cogoletto, 

And diank, and loyally drank to him 

Nor knew we well what pleased us most. 
Not the dipt palm of which they uoast , 
But distant colour, happy hamlet, 

A mouldei’d citadel on the coast. 

Or tower, or high hill convent, seen 
A light '’inid Its olives gieen , 

Oi olive hoaiy cape in ocean , 

Or losy blossom in hot lavine, 

Wheie oleandcis flush’d the bed 
Of silent torrents, giavcl spread , 

And, ciossing, oft we saw the glisten 
Of ice, fai up on a mountain head 


We loved that hall, tho’ white and cold, 
Those jiiched shapes of noble mould, 

A princely people’s awful piinces, 

The giave, severe Genovese of old 

At Floience too what golden horns, 

In those long galleries, were ours , 

What diives about the fiesh Caserne, 
Oi walks in Boboli’s ducal bowers 

In bright vignettes, and each complete, 
Of tower or duomo, sunny-sweet. 

Or palace, how the city ghttei’d, 

Thio’ cypiess avenues, at our feet 

But when we crosl the Lombard plain 
Remembei what a plague of lam , 

Of ram at Reggio, lain at Paima , 

At Lodi, ram, Piacenza, lain 

And stem and sad (so raie the smiles 
Of sunlight) look’d the Lombard piles , 
Poich pillais on the lion lestmg, 

And sombre, old, colonnaded aisles 

0 hlilan, 0 the chanting quires. 

The giant w indows’ blazon’d fires, 

The height, the space, the gloom, the 
gloiy ’ 

A mount of marble, a bundled spues ’ 

1 climb’d the roofs at hieak of day , 

Sun smitten Alps before me lay 

I stood among the silent statues, 

And statued pinnacles, mute as they 

How faintly flush’d, how phantom fan, 
Was Monte Rosa, hanging theie 

A thousand shadowy-penciU’d valleys 
And snowy dells in a golden an 

Remembei how w e came at last 
To Como , showei and stoim and blast 
Had blown the lake beyond his limit, 
And all was flooded , and how we past 

Fiom Como, when the light w'’s gray, 
And in my head, for half the day, 

The rich Virgilian lustic measure 
Of Laii M^Minit, all the waj, 
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TO THE REV F D MAURICE 


Like ballad burthen music, kept, 

As on The Laiiano ciept 

To that fair port below the castle 
Of Queen Theodolmd, wheie we slept , 

Or haidly slept, but \iatch’d awake 
A cypiess in the moonlight shake. 

The moonlight touching o’ei a teirace 
One tall Agave above the lake 

What moie ^ wc took oiu last adieu, 

And up the snowy bplugen diew, 

But eie we reach’d the highest summit 
I pluck’d a daisy, I gave it you 

It told of England then to me, 

And now it tells of Ital} 

O love, W’e tv^o shall go no longer 
To lands of summei across the sea , 

So deal a life your aims enfold 
Whose ciying is a ciy for gold 
Yet heie to night in this daik city, 
When ill and weary, alone and cold, 

I found, tho’ crush’d to haid and dry, 
This nurseling of anothei sky 

Still in the Lttle book y ou lent me, 
And where you iendcily laid it by 

And I forgot the clouded Forth, 

The gloom that saddens Heaven and 
Eaith, 

The bitter east, the misty summer 
And gray metropolis of the Noith 

Perchance, to lull the Ihiohs of pain, 

Pci chance, to charm a vacant biain, 
Perchance, to dicam you still beside me, 
My fancy fled to the South again 

TO THE REV F D MAURICE 

Come, when no graver caies employ, 
Godfathei, come and see your boy 
Your piesence will be sun in winlei, 
Making the little one leap foi joy 

Foi, being of that honest few, 

Who give the Fiend himself his due, 
Should eighty -thousand college counals 
Thundei * Anathema,’ fiiend, at you , 


Should all oui chuichmen foam m spite 
At you, so careful of the light, 

Yet one lay health would gi\e you wel 
come 

(Take It and come) to the Isle of Wight , 

Wheie, far fiom noise and smoke of tow n, 
I watch the twilight falling biov\n 
All round a caicicss oi del’d gaiden 
Close to the iidgc of a noble down 

You’ll have no scandal while you dine, 
But honest talk and wholesome wine, 
And only heai the magpie gossip 
Gaiiulous unclei a loof ui pine 

Foi gloves of pine on eithci hand, 

To bieak the bhst of wintci, stmd , 

And fuithcr on, the hoaiy Channel 
lumbles a billow on chalk and sand , 

Where, if below^ the milky steep 
Some ship of bittle slowlj cicep, 

And on thio’ zones of light nncl shadow 
Glimmei aw ly to the loncl) deep, 

Wc might eliicuss the NoUhcin sm 
Which made a ■)eirish wai begin , 

Dispute the claims, niange the ch mce > , 
I'lnpeioi, OUomvn, vluch -.hall win 

Oi whothci wTi’s a\cngnig loa 
Shsll hsh all i''iuopv- into blooel , 

Till }ou sliould linn to deiui matleis, 
Deal to the man tint i*' deal to Cod , 

ITow best to help the sUnder sioie, 

How mend the dwellings, of the poor > 
How gam in life, as life idvance'», 
Valour and chanty moi.e and iiioie 

Come, Mam ice, come the bwn as yet 
Is hoar with iimc, oi spong) we^ , 

But when the wieath of Much his 
blossom’d, 

Ciocus, anemone, violet, 

Oi latei, pay one visit here, 

For those aie few vve hold as ch ai , 

Nor piy but one, but come foi many, 
Many and many a happy yc ii 
Jan 
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WILL 

I 

0 WELL foi him whose -will is stiong ’ 

He suffcis, bat he wiil not siifFei long , 
He sufifeis, but he cannot sufiei wiong 
Foi him nor moves the loud woild’s 

landoiii mock, 

Noi ill Calamity’s hugest wa'^es confound, 
Who seems a promontoiy of lock, 
lhat, compass’d round with turbulent 
sound, 

In middle ocean meets the singing shock, 
Tempest-buffeted, citadel c^ own’d 

ii 

hut ill for him who, bettei mg not w ith time, 
Coiiuptsthestiength ofheaien descended 
Will, 

And evei wcakci glows tin o’ acted ciime, 
Or seeming-gcniil /enial faulty 
Recuiimg md suggesting still ’ 

He seems as one whose footsteps halt, 
Toiling in immeasurable sand, 

Aiid o’ei a \\c'’iy sultiy land, 

Fai beneath a blazing »ault, 

Sown m a wi inkle of the inonstious hill, 
The city spaikle^ like a giam of salt 

IN THE VALLEY OF 
CAUTERETZ 

All along the valley, stie-^m that flashest 
white, 

Deepening thy \oice with the deepening 
of the night. 

All along the valley, wheie thy wateis flow, 

1 walk’d with one I loved two and thirty 

j^eais ago 

All along the valley, while I walk’d to day, 
The tw^o and Ihiity yeais were a mist that 
lolls away , 

Foi all alongthe v alley, downth}' lockybed, 
Thy living voice to me was as the voice 
of the dead, 

And all along the valley, by lock and 
cave and tiee, 

The voice of the dead was a h\^ing voice 
to me 


IN THE GARDEN AT 
SWAINSTON 

Nightingales w^?rbled without 
Within was w eeping for thee 
Shadows of thiee dead men 
Walk’d in the walks with me, 
Shadows of thiee dead men and thou 
wast one of the thiee 

Nightingales sang in his ivoods 
The Mastei was fai away 
Nightingales warbled and sang 
Of a passion that Lasts but a day , 

Still in the house in his coffin the Pnnee 
of couitcsy lay 

T %vo dead men have I l^nown 
In couitesy like to thee 
Two dead men have I loved 
With a love that evei will be 
Three dead men have I loved and thou 
ait last of the thiee 


THE FLOWER 

Once m a golden houi 
I cast to earth a seed 
Up Iheie came a flowei, 

The people said, a weed 

To and fio they w^ent 
Thro’ my gaiclcn bower, 

And muttering discontent 
Cursed me and my flower 

Then it grew so tall 

It woie a Cl own of light, 

But thieves fiom o’ei the wall 
Stole the seed by night 

Sow’d it far and w ide 
By every town and towei, 
Till all the people cried, 

* Splendid is the flower ’ 

Read my little fiblc 
He that luns may read 
Most can raise the flowers now, 
Foi all have got the seed 
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REQUIESCAT—TIIE SAILOR BOY—rilE ISLET 


And some are pretty enough, 

And some are poor indeed. 

And now again tlic people 
Call It but a weed 

REOUIESCAT 

Fair is her cottage m its place, 

Whei e yon broad water sweetly slowl> 
glides 

It sees Itself from thatch to base 
Dieam in the sliding tides 

And fairer she, but ah how soon to die ’ 
Her quiet dream of life this hour may 
cease 

Her peaceful being slo\\ly passes by 
To some moic pciftct peace 

THE SAILOR BOY 

He lose at dawn and, filed with hope. 
Shot o’ei the seething haibour bar, 
And reach’d the ship and caught the lope, 
And whistled to the morning stai 

And while he whistled long and loud 
lie heaid a ficice mermaiden cr}% 

‘O boy, tho’ thou ait )oung and pioiid, 

I see the place whcie thou wilt he 

*’ The sands and > casty surges mix 
In caves about the dicaiy bay, 

And on thy iibs the limpet sticks, 

And m thy heart the sciawl shall play ’ 

‘ Fool,’ he answer’d, ‘ death is suic 
To those that stay and those that roam, 
But I will ne\eimoie enduie 

To sit with empty hands at home 

* My mother clings about my neck, 

My sisteis crying, “ Stay foi shame 
My father raves of death and wieck, 
They aie all to blame, they are all to 
blame 

* God help me ’ save I take my pait 

Of danger on the roaring sea, 

A devil rises in my heart, 

Fai worse than any death to me ’ 


IHE ISLET 

‘ WhiTHEr, O whither, loae, shall w'e go, 
Foi a scoie of sweet little summeis oi so 
The sw^cet little wife of the singer ^rid. 
On the da) that follow d the daj- she w^as 
wed, 

‘Whithci, O whither, love, shall we go>’ 
And the singei shaking his cuily head 
Turn’d as he sat, and stiuck the ke>s 
Theie at liis light with a sudden ciash, 
Singing, ‘And shall it be ovei the sers 
ith a Clew that is ne'thci aide nor lash, 
But a I')e \7 of Eioscs ai»ple cheek’d, 

In a shallop of ciystal i\oi) beak’d, 

\\ ith i s uin sail of a ruby glow , 

To a sweet little Eden on eaith that I 
kno\v , 

A mountain idct pointed and peak’d , 
Wa\cs on a diamond shingle (hoh, 
Cataract biooks to the ocean lun, 

Faiuly delicate palaces shine 
Mi\l with my 1 tie and clad with miic, 

And o\eistieam’d and silveiy stieak’d 
With many a laulet high agrinst the 
bun 

The facets of the gloiious mountain flash 
Abo\e the \ alleys of pdm uid pine ’ 

‘Ihithei, 0 thithei, lo\t, let us go ’ 

‘ No, no, no ’ 

hoi in all that exquisite isle, m> deal, 
Theie is but one bird with a musical 
till oat, 

And his compass is but of a single note, 
That it makes one weaiy to heai ’ 

‘ Mock me not ’ mock me not ’ love, let 
us go ’ 

‘No, lo\c, no 

Foi the bud e\er bie<aks into bloom on 
the tiee, 

And a stoim nevci wnkes on the lonely 
sea, 

And a woim is theie in the lonely wood, 
That piei CCS the livci and bhekens the 
blood , 

And makes it a soiiow to be ’ 
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CHILD-SONGS 

I 

THE CITY CHILD 

Dainty little maiden, wliithei would > ou 
wandei ^ 

Whitliei fiom this pietty home, the 
home where mother dwells^ 

‘ Far and fai away,’ said the damty little 
maiden, 

‘ All among the gardens, auiiciilas, 
anemones, 

Roses and hlics and Canteibuiy bells ’ 

Dainty little maiden, wdiithei would you 
wandei ? 

Whithei fiom this pietty house, this 
city house ol ouis ^ 

* Fai and far aw aj , ’ said the damty little 

maiden, 

* All among the meadows, the clo\ci and 

the clematis, 

Daisies and kingcups and honeysuckle- 
flowers ’ 

II 

MINNIE AND WINNIE 

Minnie and Winnie 
Slept in a shell 
Sleep, little ladies ’ 

And they slept well 

Pink was the shell within, 

Silvei without , 

Sounds of the gieat sea 
Wander’d about 

Sleep, little ladies ’ 

Wake not soon ’ 

Echo on echo 
Dies to the moon 

Two bright stais 

Peep’d into the shell 
‘What aic they di earning of^ 
Who can tell 

Started a gieen linnet 
Out of the Cl oft , 

Wake, little ladies, 

The sun is aloft ’ 


THE SPITEFUL LETTER 

Here, it is heie, the close of the year, 
And with it a spiteful lettei 
My name m song has done him much 
wiong. 

For himself has done much better 

0 little baid, is your lot so haid. 

If men neglect your pages ? 

1 think not much of youis oi of mine, 

I heal the loll of the ages 

Rhymes and ihymes in the lange of the 
times * 

Aie mine foi the moment stiongei ^ 
et hate me not, but abide youi lot, 

I last but a moment longer 

This faded leaf, our names are as biief , 
What loom is left foi a hater > 

Yet the yellow leaf hates the gieener leaf. 
For it hangs one moment later 

Greater than I — is that your ciy ^ 

And men will li\e to see it 
Well — if it be so — so it is, you know , 
And if It be so, so be it 

Biicf, brief is a summei leaf, 

But this IS the time of hollies 
0 hollies and ivies and eveigieens. 

How I hate the spites and the follies ’ 

LITERARY SQUABBLES 

All God ’ the petty fools of rhyme 
Ihat shriek and sweat in pigmy wars 
BefDie the stony face of Time, 

And look’d at by the silent stars 

Who hate each other for a song. 

And do their little best to bite 
And pinch their brethren m the throng, 
And scratch the veiy dead for spite 

And stiain to make an inch of room 
For their sweet sehes, and cannot hear 
T he sullen Lethe rolling doom 

On them and theirs and all things 
here 
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7^IJE VICTIM 


When one small touch o^ Chanty 
Could lift them neaiv .1 God like stxte 
Than if the croi^ded Oib should ciy 
Like those who cned Dnna gicat 

And 1 too, talk, and lose the touch 
I talk of Smely, afte> all, 

1 he noblest answei unto such 

Is peifect stillness Mhen they biawl 

THE VICTIM 

I 

A PLAGUE upon the people fell, 

A famine aftei hid them low, 

Then thoipe and byie aiose in fiie, 

J 01 on them bi-^ke the sudden foe , 

So thick they died the people ciicd, 

<Tne Gods aie moved against the land ’ 
The Piiest in hoiioi about his akai 
To Thoi and Odin lifted a hand 
* Help us fioin famine 
And plague and stiife ’ 

What would ^ou have of us ^ 
Human life ^ 

Weie It oiii neaiest, 

Weie it oui deaiest, 

(A.ns\ver, O answei) 

We give you his life ’ 

II 

But still the foeman spoil’d and biun’d, 
And cattle died, and dcci in wood, 
And bird m air, and fishes turn’d 
And whiten’d all the i oiling flood , 
And dead men lay all ovei the way, 

Or down in a fuiiow scathed with fiame 
And ever and aye the Piiesthood moan’d, 
Till at last It seem’d that an answer 
came 

< The King is happy 
In child and wife , 

Take you his dearest, 

Give us a life ’ 

in 

The Piiest went out by heath and hill , 
The King was hunting m the wild , 
They found the mothei sitting still , 

She cast hex aims about the child 


The child w is only eij^ht summeis old, 
Ills beaut} still witn his >eais incieased, 
Kis face was luddy, his haii was gold, 
He seem’d a victim due to the pnest 
The Piie^t beheld him, 

And cued with jov, 

‘ Ihe Gods have inswci’d 
Wc give them the bo> ’ 

IV 

The IGng ictiun d fioin out the wild, 

He boie but little game in hand , 

1 he inothci said, ‘ They hav c taken the 
child 

To spill Ins blood and hevl the land 
The hnd is sick, the people di^casid, 
And blight and fimine ou -^ll the lea 
The holy Gods, the} must be appeased, 
So I play }0U tell the tiudi to me 
1 hey Inv e taken oui son, 

They will have Ins life 
I //t. >oin dealest ^ 

Oi I, the wife 

V 

The King bent Imv wKh hand on biuw, 
He stay’d Ins aims upon In'* knee 
^O wife, wlnt use to mswei now^ 
hoi now Uk Puesl Ins jiidgtd foi me ’ 
riic King was shaken with holy feu , 
‘Ihe Gods,’ hi slid, ‘would Inve 
chosen well. 

Yet both aie neu, uid both ue dear, 
And Vvlnch the deuest I einnot kll ’’ 
But the Piiest was Inppy, 

His victim won 
‘We have his deaied, 

His onl} son ’ ’ 

The iitcs piepaied, the victim bared, 
The knife upiismg tow iid the blow 
To the altai stone she spiang alone, 

‘Me, not my daihng, no >’ 

He caught hei away with a sudden cry 
Suddenly fiom him biake his wife, 
And shrieking ‘/am his deuest, I — 

/ am his deirest’’ uish d on the 
knife 


W IGES~TRE HIGHER RimilEISJlI 
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And the Piiest is happy, Which was his neaiest ? 

‘ O, Fathei Odin, .Who was his deaiest ^ 

We give you a life The Gods have answei’d , 

We give them ihe wife ’ ’ 

W^GES 

Gi ORY of Will 101, gloiy of o^atoi, gloiy of song, 

Paid with a \oice flying by to be lost on in endless se'» — 

Gloiy of Vutue, to fight, to stiuggle, to light the wiong — 

Niy, but she aim’d not at glor)^, no lovei of glory she 
Give hei the gloiy of going on, and still to be 

The wages of sin is death if the wages of Viitue be dust, 

Would she hi\e heiit to endure for the life of the woim and the 11> ^ 
She desiies no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of tne just, 
lo icst in 1 golden giove, or to bask in a summci sky 
Give iici the wages of going on, and not lo die 


IPIE HIGHER PANTHEISM 

The sun, the moon, the stiis, the seis, the hills and the plains — 
Aie not these, O Soul, the Vision of Him who leigns^ 

Is not the Vision IIe> tho’ lie be not that which He seems ^ 
Dicnns aie liue while they list, ind do we not live m di earns > 

Eiith, these solid stiis, this weight of body and hmh, 

Aie they not sign and symbol of thy division fiom Him^ 

Dirk is the V'’oild to thee thyself art the icison why , 

Foi IS He not ill but thou, tint hist power to feel ‘I im P ? 

Glory ibout thee, without thee , and thon fulfillest thy doom 
Making Hun bioken glciins, and a stifled splendoui and gloom 

Speik to Plim thou foi lie heais, and Spiiit with Spiiit cm meet — 
Closer IS IIc thin breathing, and ncarei than hands and feet 

God IS law, say the wise , O Soul, and let us lejoice, 

For if He thunder by law the thundei is jet IIis voice 

Law IS God, say some no God it all, says the fool , 

Foi all w^e have powei to see is i straight staff bent in a pool , 

And the eii of nan cannot heai, and the eye of man cannot see , 
But if we could sec and hcai, this Vision — ^w’^eic it not 
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THE VOICE AND HIE PEAK— A DHDJCAJiON 


THE VOICE AND THE PEAK 

I 

Thl vDice and the Peak 
Far Over summit and lawn, 

The lone glow and long loar 

Gieen rushing fiom the losy thiones of 
dawn ’ 

II 

Ail night ha\e I heard the \oice 
Rave ovci the locky Lar, 

But chou wert silent in heaven, 

Above thee glided the star 

III 

Hast thou no voice, O Peak, 

That sLandcst high abo\e alP 
^ I am the ^oice of die Peak, 

I loar and lave foi I fail 

IV 

‘A thousand voices go 
To Noith, South, East, and West , 
They leave the heights and are tioubled, 
And moan and sink to then lest 

V 

*The fields aie fair beside them, 

The chestnut toweis in his bloom , 

But they — they feel thedesiieofthedeep — 
Fall, and follow *heu doom 

VI 

* The deep has po e^ on the heioht, 

And the height has power on the deep , 
They aie raised fo^ e\ei and evci, 

And sink again inio &le< p ’ 

VII 

Not laised foi e\er and e\er, 

But when their c}ele is o’ei. 

The valley, the voice, the peak, the stai 
Pass, and are found no nioie 

VIIT 

The Peak is high ana flush’d 
At his highest with suniise fire , 

The Peak is high, and the stais arc high, 
And the thought of a man is liighei 


i\ 

A deep below the deep, 

And a height beyond the height ’ 

Oui healing is not heaiing, 

And OLU seeing is not sight 

\ 

The voice ind the Peak 
Far into hea\en withdiawn, 

Ihc lone glow and long loar 

Green iiishing fiom the losy thiones 
of dawn ’ 


Flower m the ciannicd v ill, 

I pluck }oii out of the ennniLS, 

I hold you heiu, loot and all, in my hand. 
Little flow er — but ij I could u idcrstand 
What jou aie, loot and all, and all in 
MI, 

I should know what God and man is 


A DEDICATION 

Dear, neai and tiue — no truei Time' 
himself 

Cm pio\e you, tlo he m ikc }0U e\ei- 
intie 

Dealer rnd ntiim, \ Ilk i 4)id ol hie 

Shoots to the fill — tile lIus iiid piay 
that he 

Who wiote it, hunouiing }oiu sweet futli 
111 him, 

■\rry fust hiinstlf, and aftei piaisv. md 
scorn, 

As one who fu Is the immeasuraDe 
w^oild. 

Attain the wise mdilfcrence of the wise , 

And after Autumn past — if left to piss 

His autumn into seeimr « leafless days — 

Di iw tow ud the long host and longest 
night, 

Wealing Ins wisdom lightly, like the 
fiiiiL 

Which in oui wiutei woodland looks a 
flowei ^ 

I The fluk of the SomUle tiee (Ltionymiiit 

Eiero/u'ifs) 
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EXPERIME-NTS 

BOADICEA 

WiiILE about the shoie of Morn, those Neronian legionaiies 
Burnt and bioke the giove and altar of the Diuid and Diuidesb, 

F'’r in the Eibt Boadicea, standing loftily ch-^noted, 

Mad and maddening all that heard hei m hei fierce volubility, 

Gilt by half the tubes of Biitain, near the colony Camulodune, 

Yell’d and shiiek’d between hei daughters o’er a wild confederacy 

'They that scorn the tubes and call us Biitain’s baibaious populaces, 
Did they hcai me, would they listen, did they pity me supplicating > 

Shall I heed them in their anguish ? shall I biook to be supplicated > 

Hcai Iceman, Caticuchhnian, hear Contanian, Tiinohant ’ 

Must then e\ ei ravening eagle’s beak and talon annihilate us ^ 

Tcai the noble heart of Britain, leave it gorily quivciing^ 

Lnk an auswei, Biitam’s ia\en ’ baik and blacken innumerable, 

Blacken round the Roman caiiion, make the caicase a si eleton, 

Kite and kesticl, wolf and wolf km, fiom the wildeiness, wallow in it, 

1 ill the face of "Bel be brighten’d, Taranis be piopitiated 
Lo then colony half defended ’ lo their colony, Camulodune ’ 
riicie the hoide of Roman robbeis mock at a baibaious aaveisaiy 
There the hi\c of Roman liais worship a gluttonous empeior idiot 
bueh lb Rome, and this hei deity heai it, Spiiit of Ciboivelaun ' 

* Ileai it, Gods ’ the Gods have heard it, O Iceman, O Contanian ’ 
Doubt not je the Gods have answer’d, Catieiichlaman, iiinobant 
These have told us all then angei in miiaculous utteiances, 

Thundei, a fl>ing file in heaven, a munniir heard aei rally, 

Phantom sound of blows descending, moan of an enemy massacied, 
Phantom wail of w^omcn and children, multitudinous agonies 
Bloodily flow’d the Tamesa rolling phani-om bodies of hoises and men , 
then 2 phantom colony smoulder’d on the lefluent estuai} 

Lastly >ondei yestei even, suddenly giddily tottering — 

Theie was one who watch’d and told me — down then statue of Victoiy fell 
1 0 then piecious Roman banding, lo the colony Camulodune, 

Shall we teach it a Roman lesson? shall we caie to be pitiful ^ 

Shall we deal with it as an infant^ shall we dandle it amoiou&ly ^ 

‘ Ileai Iceman, Cabeuchlaman, hear Contanian, 1 iinobant ’ 

While I 10-' ed about the foiest, long and bittcily mediLatmg, 

Theie I heard them m the daikness, at the mystical ceieinony, 

J oosely 'obed m fiyino mment, sang the teiiible piophetesses, 

“ Feai not, isle of blowing \vOodland, isle of siheiy pnipets ’ 

Tho’ the Roman eagle shadow thee, tho’ the gatheung enemy naiiow thee, 
Thou slnlt wax and he shall dwindle, thou shall be the mightv one yet ’ 
Ihine the liberty, thine the gloi}, thme the deeds to be cclebiated, 
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BOADICEA 


Thine the myiiad rolling ocean, light and shadow illimitable, 

Thine the lands of lasting summer, many blossoming l^aradiscs, 

Thine the North and thine the South and thine the battle-thunder of God,” 
So they chanted how shall Britain light upon auguries happier ? 

So they chanted in the daikness, and there cometh a \ictory now 

^Hear Iceman, Catieuchlaman, heai Coiitanian, Tiinobant ’ 

Me the wife of rich Piasiitagus, me the lo'vei of libert}, 

Me they seized and me they tortured, me they lash’d and humiliated, 

Me the sport of iibald Veterans, mine of rufhan violators ’ 

See they sit, they hide their faces, miseiablc m ignomin} » 

Wherefoie m me bums an angei, not by blood to be sitntcd 
Lo the palaces and the temple, lo the colony C imulodune ’ 

Theie they ruled, and thence they wasted all the llouiishing terntoij, 
Thithei at their will they haled the yellow ringleted Butoness — 

Bloodily, bloodily fall the battle a\e, unexhausted, inexoiablc 
Shout Iceman, Catieuchlaman, shout Coiitaman, Tiinobant, 

Till the victim heai within and ycain to hiuiy piecipitously 

Like the leaf in a roaiing whiilwind, like the smoke in a huiricane whiil’d 

Lo the colony, theie the> noted in the city of Cunobeline ’ 

Ihere they dunk in cups of emeiald, theie at tables of ebon) h), 

Rolling on their puiple couches in then tender effeminacy 

There they dwelt and theie they rioted , there — theie — they dwell no moic 

Burst the gates, and bum the palaces, bitak the works of the statinr}, 

Take the hoaiy Roman head and shatter rt, hold it abominable, 

Cut the Roman boy to pieces in his lust and \ oluptuousncss, 

Lash the maiden into swooning, me they hsh’d and humilulcd, 

Chop the bicasts fiom off the mothei, dash the brains of the little one out, 
Up my Britons, on my chariot, on my chngeis, tr*mple them undei us ’ 

So the Queen Boidicea, standing loftily clniiotcd, 

Blandishing in hei hand a dail ind rolling ghnees lioness hi i , 

Yell’d and shriek’d between her daughteis in hei lieice volululil} 

Till hei people all around the royal clnnot agitated, 

Madly dash’d the darts togethei, wiithing baibaious line iments, 

Made the noise of fiosty woodlands, when they shivei m J rnu iiy, 

Roar’d as when the roaring breakers boom and blanch on the pitcipices, 

Yell d as when the wmdf of wintei tear an oak on a piomontuiy 

So the silent colony heai mg her tumultuous ad\ersaries 

Clash the darts and on the buckler beat with lapid unrnimous hand, 

Thought on all her evil tyrannies, all her pitiless a\ ance, 

Till she fell the heart within hei fall and fluttei tremulously, 

Then her pulses at the clamouring of her enemy fnntcd aw ry 
Out of evil evil flouiishes, out of lyianny lyianny buds 
Ran the land with Roman slaughtei, multitudinous agonies 
Peiish’d many a maid and matron, many a valoious legionaiy, 

Fell the colony, erty, and crtadel, London, Veuihm, C dinulodune 
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IN QUANTITY 

ON TRANSLATIONS OF HOMER 
Hexameters and Pentameters 

These hme hexameteis the stiong-wmg’d music of Homer ♦ 
No — but a most builesque baibarous experiment 
When was a haisher sound ever heard, ye Muses, in England^ 
When did a frog coarser croak upon our Helicon ? 
Hexameters no woise than daiing Germany gave us, 

Barbarous cxpeiinient, baibaious hexameteis 


MILTON 
A It axes 

O MIGHTY mouth’d inventoi of hai 
monies, 

O skill’d to sing of Time or Eternity, 

God gifted oigan voice of England, 
Milton, a name to resound foi ages , 
Whose Titan angds, Gabiiel, Abdiel, 
Starr’dfiom J ehovah’s gorgeous armouiies, 
Tower, as the deep domed empyrean 
Rings to the loai of an angel onset — 
Me rathei all that bowery loneliness, 

The brooks of Eden mazily murmuring, 
And bloom pioAise and cedar arches 
Chaim, as a wandciei out in ocean, 
Wheie some lefulgent siuisct of India 
bti earns o er a iich ambrosial ocean isle, 
And crimson hued the stately palm- 
woods 

Whispei in odorous heights of even 
Ht ndecasyllahics 

O 'iOU choius of indolent reviewers, 
Irresponsible, indolent le viewers. 

Look, I come to the test, a tiny poem 
All composed in a metre of Catullus, 

All in quantity, careful of my motion. 
Like the skatci on ice that hardly beais 
him, 

Lest I fall unaw^ares before the people, 
Waking laughtei in indolent reviewers 
Should I flounder awhile without a tumble 
Thro’ this mctrification of Catullus, 

They should speak to me not without a 
\ welcome, 


All that choius of indolent leviewers 
Hard, haid, hard is it, only not to tumble, 
So fantastical is the dainty metre 
Wheiefoie slight me not wholly, nor 
believe me 

Too presumptuous, indolent leview^ers 
O blatant Magazines, regard me rathei — 
Since I blush to belaud myself a mo 
ment — 

As some rare little rose, a piece of inmost 
Horticultural art, or half coquette-hke 
Maiden, not to be greeted unbenignly 

SPECIMEN OF A TRANSLA- 
TION OF THE ILIAD IN 
BLANK VERSE 

So Hectoi spake , the Tiojans roar’d 
applause , 

Then loosed their sweating horses from 
the yoke. 

And each beside his chaiiot bound his 
own , 

And OAen from the city, and goodly sheep 
In haste they diove, and honey-hearted 
wine 

And bread from out the houses brought, 
and heap’d 

Then fiiewood, and the winds from off 
the plain 

Roll’d the rich vapour far into the heaven 
And these all night upon the bridge^ of 
war 

bat glorying, many a fire before them 
blazed 


I Oi, rijgc 
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THE WTNDOIV 


As when in hea\en the tirs ?bout the 
moon 

Look beautiful, when all the winds aie 
laid, 

And every height comes out, and jutting 
peak 

And valley, and the immeasuiable heavens 

Break open to their highest, and all the 
stars 

Shine, and the Shepheul gladdens in his 
he 'll t 


So many a fiie bctv^ccn the ships and 
stream 

Of Xanthus blazed before the towers of 
• Troy, 

A thousand on the plain , and close by 
each 

Sat fifty in the blaze of burning fire , 

And eating lioaiy grain and pulse the 
Steed's, 

Fixt bv their cais, waited the golden 
dawn Il>ad Mil 5^2501 


THE WINDOW, 

OR, THE SONG OF THE WRENS 

Four yeais a^o I'Tr Sullivan icquested me to write a little sonq cjcle, German fishion, foi him to 
exercise his art upon He had been ver^ successful in setting such old songs -is Orpheus with his 
lute ’ and I drest up foi him, partly in the old style, a puppt t, whose almost only merit is, pci hap , 
that It can dance to hlr Sullivan’s instrummt I am soriy that my four 'year old puppet should 
have to dance at all in the dark shadow of these daj s but the music is now co npletf d, ind I am 
bound by my promise 

Deambet ) 1 1ins\son 

THE WINDOW 


ON HIE HILL 

Thf lights and shadows fly > 

Yonder it bnghtcns and daikcns down 
on the plain 

A jewel, a jewel dcai to a lovci’s eje ’ 
Oh IS it the biook, or a pool, 01 her 
window pane, 

When the winds aic up in the 
morning ^ 

Clouds that aic racing above, 

And winds and lights and shadows that 
cannot be still, 

All lunning on one way to the home 
of my love, 

You are all runnmg on, and I stand on 
the slope of the hill, 

And the winds aieup in the morning ’ 

Follow, follow the chase ’ 

And my thoughts are as quick and as 
quick, evei on, on, on 

O lights, aie you flying ovei hei sweet 
little face ? 


And my hcait is there bcfoie you an. 
come and gone, 

When the wands aic up in the 
moining ’ 

Follow them down the s 1 o])l ’ 

And I iollow them tlnwn to the window 
pane of my doii, 

And it bnghtcns incl darkens and 
blighters like my hope. 

And it darkens and biighteiib and daikcns 
like my fear, 

And the winds up in the 
moimng 

AT THE WINDOW 

Vine, vine and eglantine, 

Clasp hci window, tiail and twune > 
Rose, rooc md clematis, 

Trail and twine and chsp and kiss, 
Kiss, kiss , and make lici a bowei 

All of flowers, and diop me \ flow* 1, 
Diop me a flowei 
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Vine, vine nnd eglantine, 

Cannot a flovier, a flovei, be mme^ 
Rose, rose and clematis, 

Drop me a floater, a flower, to Uss, 
Kiss, kiss — and out of hei bowei 
All of floweis, a flower, a flowei, 
Dropt, a flower 

GONE 

Gone ’ 

Gone, till the end of the yeai, 

Gone, and the light gone with hei, and 
left me in shadow here ’ 

Gone — flitted a\*ay, 

Taken the stars from the night and the 
sun from the day > 

Gone, and a cloud in my heait, and a 
storm in the air » 

Flown to the cast oi the west, flitted I 
know not wheie ’ 

Down m the south is a flash and a gioan 
she IS theie ’ she is there ’ 

INTER 

The frost is heie, 

And fuel is deai, 

And woods aie seai, 

And flies bum cleai, 

And frost is here 

And has bitten the heel of the going } ear 

Bite, frost, bite ^ 

You roU up away from the light 
The blue wood-louse, and the plump 
doi mouse. 

And the bees aie still’d, and the flics aic 
kill’d. 

And you bite far into the heait of the 
house. 

But not into mine 

Bite, frost, bite ’ 

The w'oods aie all the searei, 

The fuel is all the deaiei, 

Ihe fires aie all the cleaier, 

My spiing is all the nearci. 

You ha\e bitten into the heait of the 
cai th, 

But not into mine 


SPRING 

Birds’ love and birds’ song 
Flying heie and theie, 

Buds’ song and buds’ love, 

And you with gold foi haii ’ 

Birds’ song and buds’ lo\e, 

Passing with the weather, 

Men’s sopg and men’s lo\e. 

To love once and for ever 

klen’s love and birds’ love, 

And women’s love and men’s ’ 

And you my wnen with a crown of gold. 
You my queen of the wiens ’ 

You the queen of the wiens — 

We’ll be buds of a feathei, 

I’ll be King of the Queen of the wrens. 
And all in a nest togethei 

THE LETTER 

Where is anothei sweet as my sw eet. 
Fine of the fine, and shy of the shy ? 
Fme little hands, fine little feet — 

Dewrv blue eye 

Shall I write to hei ^ shall 1 go > 

Ask her to many me by and by ^ 
Somebody said that she’d say no , 
Somebody knows that she’ll say ay ’ 

Ay oi no, if ask’d to hei face 
Ay or no, from shy of the &h} ^ 

Go, little letter, apace, apace. 

Fly, 

Fly to the light m the valley below — 
Tell my wish to hei dewy blue eye 
Somebody said that she’d say no , 
Somebody knows that she’ll say ay ’ 

NO ANSWER 

The mist and the ram, the mist and the 
lain ’ 

Is it tLj oi no^ is it ay oi no^ 

And never a glimpse of her window pane ’ 
And I may die but the grass will grow, 
And the giass will glow when I am gone, 
And the wet west wind and the woild 
will go o a 

Ay is the song of the: w ended spheres, 
No is trouble and cloud and storm, 
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Ay IS life for n, hundied yeais, 

No will push me down to the worm, 
And when I am theie and dead and gone, 
The wet west wind and the woild \m 11 
go on 

The wind and the wet, the wind and the 
wet ’ 

Wet west wind how you blow, you 
blow ’ 

And never a line fiom my hdy jct ’ 

Is it ay or no ? is it ay oi no ^ 

Blow then, blow, and w^hen I am gone, 
The wet west wind and the world may 
go on 

NO ANSW CR 

Winds aie loud and you aic dumb, 

Take my love, for lo\e will come, 

Love will come but once a life 
Winds are loud and winds will pass ' 
Spnng IS heie with leaf and glass 
lake my lo\e and be my wife 
After-loves of maids and men 
Are but dainties diest '’gain 
Love me now, }ou’ll lo\e me then 
Love can love but once \ life 

THE ANSWER 

Two little hands that meet, 

Claspt on hci seal, my sw cct ’ 

Must I take you and bieak >ou, 

Two little hands that meet ? 

I must take you, and bicak you, 

And loving hands must pait — 

Take, take — bieak, bieak — 

Bieak — ^you may break my heait 
Faint heart nevei w on — 

Bieak, bieak, and all’s done 

AY 

Be meriy, all buds, to day. 

Be meiiy on earth as >ou nevei weie 
meriy befoie, 

Be meriy m heaven, O laiks, and fai away, 
And meriy for evei and evei, and one 
day moie 

Why^ 

I or it’s easy to find a rhyme 


Look, look, how he flits, 

The file ciown’d king of the wiens, 
from out of the pine ’ 

Look how they tumble the blossom, the 
mad little tits ’ 

‘ Cuck 00 ' Cuck 00 * ’ was evei a May 
so fine ^ 

Why? 

For it’s easy to find a rhyme 
0 meiiy the linnet and dove. 

And swallow and spairow and thiostle, 
and have youi desiie ’ 

0 meiry my heait, 3011 have gotten the 
wings of love, 

And flit like the 1 mg of the wiens with 
a Clown of fire 

Why? 

Foi it’s ay a), ay a} 

WHEN 

Sun comes, moon comes, 

Time sh])s away 
Sun sets, moon sets, 

Love, fi\ a day 

‘ V yeai hence, a ycai hence ’ 

‘We shill Loth be gia) ’ 

‘ A month hcnco, a month hence ’ 
‘hai, fii aw 13 ’ 

‘ A week hence, a week hence * 

‘ Ah, the long deh} ’ 

‘Wilt 1 little, wait a little, 

You shall fi\ a day ’ 

‘Tomoiiow, lo\e, to-moirow', 

And that’s an age away ’ 

Blaze upon her wandow, sun, 

And honoui all the d xy 

MARRIAGE MORNIRG 

Light, SO low upon earth. 

You send a flash to the sun 
Here is the golden close of love, 

All my w oomg is done 
Oh, the woods and the meadows, 
Woods whcie we hid fiom the wet, 
Stiles where we sta} ’d to be kind, 
Meadows m which we met ’ 
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Light, so low in the vale 
You flash and lighten afai, 

For this IS the golden morning of love, 
And you aie his morning star 
Flash, I am coming, I come, 

By meadow and stile and wood, 

Oh, lighten into my eyes and my heait, 
Into my heart and my blood ’ 


Heart, are you gieat enough 
For a love that never tnes? 

O heait, are you great enough for love ? 

I have heard of thoins and biiers 
0 \ er the thorns and biiers, 

Over the meadows and stiles. 

Over the world to the end of it 
Flash foi a milhou miles 


IN MEMORIAM A H H 

OBIIT MDCCCXXXIII 


Strong Son of God, immoital Love, 
Whom we, that have rot seen thy 
face, 

By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 
Believing wheie we cannot piove , 

Thine are these 01 bs of light and shade , 
Thou madest Life in man and biute , 
Thou madest Death , and lo, thy foot 
Is on the skull which thou hast made 

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust 

Thou madest man, he knows not 
why. 

He thinks he was not made to die , 
And thou hast made him thou ait just 

Thou seemest human and divine, 

The highest, holiest manhood, thou 
Our wills are ouis, we know not 
how , 

Our wills are ou’s, to make them thine 

Our little systems have their day , 

They ha\ e then day and cease to be 
They aie but bioken lights of thee, 
And thou, O Loid, aij moie than they 

We ha\e but faith we cannot know , 
Foi knowledge is of things we sec , 
And yet we tiust it comes fiom thee, 
A beam in daikness let it giow 

Let knowledge giow from moie to moic. 
But moie of ie\eience in us dwell , 
That mind and soul, according well. 
May make one music as befoie, 
ll 


But vaster We are fools and slight , 
We mock thee when we do not feai 
But help thj- foolish ones to beat , 
Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light 

Forgive what seem’d my sin in me , 

What seem’d my worth since I 
began , 

For meiit lives fiom man to man. 
And not fiom man, O Loid, to thee 

Foigive my giief foi one lemoved, 

Thy cieatuie, whom I found so fan 
I tiust he lives m thee, and theie 
I find him woithiei to be loved 

Forgive these wild and wandering cues. 
Confusions of a wasted youth , 
Foigiv e them where they fail in truth , 
And in thy wisdom make me wise 

1849 

I 

I HELD it tiuth. With him who sings 
To one cleai haip in dneis tones, 
That men may rise on stepping stones 
Of then dead selves to higher things 

But who shall so foiecast the yeais 
And find in loss a gain lo match ^ 
Oi leach a hand thio’ time to catch 
The far off interest of teais ^ 

Let Love clasp Giief lest both be di own’d, 
Let daikness keep hei raven gloss 
Ah, sweeter to be diunk with loss. 
To dance with death, to beat the ground 

E 
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Than that the victor Hours should scoin 
The long result of love, and boast, 

* Behold the man that loved and lost, 
But all he was is o\erwoin ’ 

II 

Old Yew, which graspest at the stones 
That name the undei -lying dead, 
Thy fibies net the dreamless head, 
Thy roots are wrapt about the bones 

The seasons bring the flowei again, 

And bung the fiistling to the flock , 
And m the dusk of thee, the clock 
Beats out the little lives of men 

O not for thee the glow, the bloom. 

Who changes t not in any gale, 

Nor biandmg summei suns a\ail 
To touch thy thousand years of gloom 

And gazing on thee, sullen tiee. 

Sick for thy stubborn hardihood, 

I seem to fail fiom out my blood 
And grow incoipoiate into thee 

HI 

O Soirow, ciuel fellowship, 

O Priestess in the vaults of Death, 

0 sweet and bittei in a bicath. 
What whispeis from th) lying lip^ 

‘The stais,’ she whispeis, ‘blindly run , 
A web is wov’n aeiosb the sky , 
Fiom out waste places comes a ci>, 
And muiniuis fiom the dying sun 

‘ And all the phantom, Nature, stands — 
With all the music in hei tone, 

A hollow echo of my own, — 

A hollow foim with empty hands ’ 

And shall I take a thing so blind, 

Embrace hei as my natuial good , 

01 crush hei, like a vice of blood, 
Upon the thieshold of the mmd > 

i\ 

To Sleep I gne my x:)oweis awn\ , 

My will lb bondsman to the dnk , 

I sit within a helmless baik, 

And with my heait I muse and say 


0 heait, how faies it with thee now% 

That thou should’st fail fiom thy 
desiie, 

\Vlio scaicely daiest to inquiie, 

‘ What IS it makes me beat so low ^ ’ 

Something it is which thou hast lost, 
Some pleasuie fiom thine eailyyeais 
Bleak, thou deep \ase of chilling 
tcais, 

That giief hath shaken into fiost ’ 

Such clouds of nameless tiouble cioss 
All night below the daikcn’d e>es , 
With moining wakes the will, and 
cues, 

‘ Thou shalt not be the fool of loss ’ 

\ 

1 sometimes hold it half a sin 

To pul in words the gucf I led , 

Foi w^oids, like Natuie, hdf ie\eal 
And half conceal the boul within 

But, foi the unquiet heait and brain, 

A use in measuicd hnguage lies , 
The sad mechinic excuise, 

I ike dull niicotics, numbing pun 

In wuids, like weeds, T’ll wiap me o\i, 
Like coaisest clothes against tlie 
cold 

But that lirge gucf which these 
enfold 

Is gueii in outline and no moic 
M 

One wiites, that ‘ Othei fiicnds lemam,’ 
That ‘Loss is common to the lace ’ — 
And common is the commonjolacc, 
Vnd \acant chaff well meant foi giain 

lhat loss IS common would not nnkc 
My own less bitter, iithei moie 
Too common f Ne\ei morning w ui e 
To evening, but some heait did bleak 

O father, wheresoe’er thou be, 

Who pledgest now thy gallant son , 
A shot, eiehalf thy di aught be don< , 
Hath still’d the life lint beat fiom thee 
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O mother, piaying God will save 

Thy sailoi, — while thy head is 
bow’d, 

His heavy shotted hammock-shroud 
Drops in his vast and wandeimg grave 

Ve know no moie thap I who wrought 
At that last houi to please him well , 
Who mused on all I had to tell. 

And something wiitten, something 
thought , 

Expecting still his advent home , 

And ever met him on his way 
With wishes, thinking, * heie to day,’ 
Or ‘ heie to morrow will he come ’ 

O somewhere, meek, unconscious dove, 
That sittest langing golden hair , 
And glad to find thyself so fair, 

Pool child, that waitest foi thy love ’ 

hor now her father’s chimney glows 
In expectation of a guest , 

And thinking * this will please him 
best,’ 

She takes a iiband oi a lose , 

1 01 he will see them on to night , 

And with the thought hci coloui 
bums , 

And, having left the glass, she turns 
Once moie to set a iinglet light , 

And, even when she turn’d, the curse 
Had fallen, and her future Loid 
Was di own’d in passing thro’ the 
ford, 

Or kill’d in falling from his hoise 

0 what to her shall be the end ^ 

And what to me remains of good ^ 
To her, perpetual maidenhood. 

And unto me no second friend 

VII 

Daik house, by which once more I stand 
Heie in the long unlovely sticet, 
Doort>, wheie my heart was used to 
beat 

So quickly, waiting for a hand, 


I2S 


A hand that can be clasp’d no more — 
Behold me, for I cannot sleep. 

And like a guilty thing I creep 
At earliest morning to the dooi 

He IS not heie , but far away 

The noise of life begins again, 

And ghastly thio’ the drizzling lain 
On the bald street breaks the blank day 

VIII 

A happy ]o\ei who has come 

To look on her that loves him well. 
Who ’lights and rings the gateway 
bell. 

And learns her gone and far fiom home , 

He saddens, all the magiC light 

Dies off at oncefiom bowei and hall, 
And all the place is dark, and all 
The chambers emptied of delight 

So find I e\eiy pleasant spot 

In w hich we two weie wont to meet. 
The field, thechambei and the stieet. 
For all IS dark where thou ait not 

Yet as that other, wandering theie 
In those deseited walks, may find 
A flower beat with lain and wind. 
Which once she foster’d up with caie , 

So seems it in my deep regiet, 

0 my forsaken heart, with thee 
And this pool flower of poesy 

Which little cared for fades not >et 

But since it pleased a vanish’d eye, 

1 go to plant it on his tomb, 

1 hat if it can it there may bloom, 
Or dying, there at least may die 

i\ 

Fair ship, that fiom the Italian shore 
Sailest the placid ocean plains 
With my lost Arthur’s loved remains, 
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’ei 

So diaw him home to those that mourn 
In vain , a favourable speed 
Ruffle thy mirior’d mast, and lead 
Thio’ prosperous floods his holy uin 
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All night no rudei air peiplex 

Thy sliding keel, till Phosphoi, biight 
As our pure love, thio’ eailv light 
Shall glimmer on the de-wy decks 

Spheie all your lights around, abo\e. 
Sleep, gentle heavens, befoie the 
prow , 

Sleep, gentle windb, as he sleeps now, 
My friend, the brothei of my lo\e , 

l\Iy Arthur, whom I shall not see 

1 ill all my widow’d race be run , 
Deal as the mothei to the son, 

More than, my bi others aie to me 

\ 

I heal the noise about thy keel , 

I heai the bell struck in the night 
I see the cabin window blight 
I see the sailoi at the wheel 

Thou brmg’st the sailoi to his wife, 

And tra\ ell’d men fiom foreign lands , 
And letteis unto trembling hands , 
And, thy dark height, a vanish d lift 

So bring him we have idle dieams 
This look of quiet flatters thus 
Oui home hied fancies 0 to us, 
The fools of habit, swectti sttins 

To lest beneath the clovti sod, 

That takes the sunshine and the lains, 
Oi wheie the kneeling hamlet diains 
The chalice of the giapes of God , 

Than if with thee the loaiing wells 

Should gulf him fathom deepmbrinc, 
And hands so often clasp’d in mine, 
Should toss with tangle and with shells 

\i 

Calm IS the mom without a sound. 

Calm as to suit a calmei gnef, 

And only thro’ the faded leaf 
The chestnut pattering to the ground 

Calm and deep peace on this high wold, 
And on these dews that drench the 
furze, 

And all the silvery gossameis 
That twinkle into gieen and gold 


Calm and still light on }on great plain 
That sweeps with all its autumn 
bow CIS, 

And crowded faims and lessening 
toweis, 

To mingle with the bounding mam 

Calm and deep peace m this wide air, 
Ihcsc leaves that redden to the fill , 
And in my heart, if cilm at all, 

If any calm, a calm dcspaii 

Calm on the seas, and silvei sleep, 

And waves that swaj themselves in 
rest, 

And dead calm in that noble bieast 
Which hca\es but with the heaving deep 

Ml 

Lo, as a dove when up she spiings 

To bear thro’ Heaven a tale of wot, 
Some dolorous message knit below 
The wild pulsation of hei wings. 

Like hei I go , I cannot staj , 

I leave this moital aik behind, 

A weight of ner\es without a mind, 
Vnd leave the cliffs, and haste away 

O’ci ocean iniirois loundcd higc, 

And reach the glow of southern skies, 
And sec the sails at distant e use, 
And linger weeping on the maige. 

And saying , ‘ Comes he thus, my fiiend^ 
Is this the end of all my eaie 
And cii ele moaning m the an 
* Is this the end '> Is this the end 

And for w aid dart again, and play 

About the piow, and back letum 
To where the body sits, and leain 
That I have been an hour away 

Mil 

Tears of the widower, when he sees 
A late-lost form that sleep reveals, 
And moves Ins doubtful aims, and 
feels 

Her place is empty, fall like these , 
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Which weep a loss for evei ne>\ , 

A void where heait on heart reposed , 
And, where waim hands have prest 
and closed. 

Silence, till I be silent too 

Which weep the comiade of my choice, 
An awful thought, a life lenioved, 
The human heaited man I loved, 

A Spirit, not a bieathing voice 

Come Time, and teach me, many years, 

I do not suffer in a dieam , 

Foi now so strange do these things 
seem. 

Mine eyes have leisuie foi tneii tears , 

hly fancies time to rise on wang, 

And glance about the approaching 
sails, 

As tho’ they brought but merchants’ 
bales. 

And not the bin then that they bung 
\iv 

If one should bring me this repoii. 

That thou liadst touch’d the land 
to day. 

And I w ent down unto the quay, 
And found thee lying in the poit , 

And standing, muffled lound with woe, 
Should see thy passengeis in lank 
Come stepping lightly down the 
plank, 

And beckoning unto those*they know , 

And if along with these should come 
The man I held as half divine , 
Should strike a sudden hand in mine, 
And ask a thousand things of home , 

And I should tell him all my pain, 

And how niy life had dioop’d of late, 
And he should soirow o’er my state 
And marvel what possess’d my biain , 

And I perceived no touch of change, 

No hint of death in all his fiame, 
Eut found him all in all the same, 

I should not feel it to be strange 


XV 

To-night the winds begin to rise 

And roar fiom yonder dropping daj 
The last red leaf is whul’d away, 

The looks aie blown about the skies , 

The forest ciack’d, the wateis curl’d, 

The cattle huddled on the lea , 

And wildly dash’d on towei and tree 
The sunbeam strikes along the woild 

And hut for fancies, which avei 

That all thy motions gently pass 
Athwait a plane of molten glass, 

I scaice could biook the strain and stir 

That makes the barren blanches loud , 
And hut for fear it is not so, 

The wild uniest that lives in woe 
Would dote and poie on yonder cloud 

That rises upward always higher, 

And onward dragsalabouimg breast, 
And topples round the dreary west, 
A looming bastion fringed with fire 

xai 

What words are these have fall’n from me^ 
Can calm despair and wild unrest 
Be tenants of a single breast. 

Or sorrow such a changeling be ^ 

Or doth she only seem to take 

The touch of change m calm orstoim , 
But knows no more of transient form 
In hei deep self, than some dead lake 

That holds the shadow of a lark 

Hung in the shadow of a heaven "> 
Oi has the shock, so harshly given, 
Confused me like the unhappy bark 

That stakes by night a ciaggy shelf. 

And staggers blindly eie she sink^ 
And stuiin’d me from my power to 
think 

And all my knowledge of myself , 

And made me that deluious man 
Whose fancy fuses old and new , 
And flashes into false and true, 

I And mingles" all without a plan ^ 
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XVII 

Thou comest, mud wept for sudvabieeze 
Compeird thy canvas, and my piayci 
Was as the whisper of an an 
To bfeathe thee ovei lonely seas 

For I in spirit saw thee move 

Thio’ Glides of the bounding sky, 
Week aftei week the da^s go b^ 
Come quick, thou bringest all I love 

Henceforth, wherevei thou may’st roam, 
My blt-ssing, like a line of light, 

Is on the wateis da> and night. 

And like a beacon guaids thee home 

So may whatever tempest mais 

Mid ocean, spare thee, sacied baik , 
And balmy diops in summer daik 
Slide from the bosom of the stais 

So kind an office hath been done, 

Such precious lelics brought b) thee , 
The dust of him I shall not see 
Till all my widow’d race be lun 

\\ III 

’Tis well , ’tis something , we may stand 
Whcie he in English caith is laid, 
And from his ashes may be made 
The Molet of his native land 

’Tis little , but It looks in truth 

As if the quiet bones wtie blest 
Among familial names to rest 
And in the places of his youth 

Come then, pane hands, and bear the head 
That sleeps oi w ears the mask of sleep, 
And come, whatevei loves to weep, 
And hear the ritual of the dead 

Ah yet, ev’n yet, if this might be, 

I, falling on his faithful heart, 
Would breathing thro’ his lips impait 
The life that almost dies in me , 

That dies not, but enduies with pain, 
And slowly forms the firmei mind, 
Ti ensuring the look it cannot find, 
The words that are not heard again 


\JX 

The Danube to the Severn gave 

The darken’d heait that beat no 
nioie , 

They laid him by the pleasant shore, 
And in the hearing of the na\c 

There twice a day the Severn fills , 

The salt sea water passes by, 

And hushes half the babbling W}e, 
And makes a silence in the hills 

I he Wye is hush’d nor moved along, 

And hush’d my deepest gncf of all, 
When fill’d with teais that cannot 
fall, 

I brim with souow drowning song 

The tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal in its wooded walls , 

My deeper anguish also falls, 

And I can speak a little then 

\\ 

The lesser griefs that may be said, 

That breathe a thousand tender 
V ov\ s, 

Aic but as servants in a house 
Wheic lies the mastci newly dead , 

Who speak then feeling as it is, 

And weep the fulness fiom the 
mind 

*It will be haid,’ they say, ‘to find 
Another seivicc such as this ’ 

My lightei moods are like to these, 
lhat out of words a comfort win , 
But there aie othei griefs within, 
And tears that at then fountain freeze , 

Foi bj the hearth the ehikhen sit 

Cold m that atmospheie of Death, 
And scarce enduie to diaw the 
bieath, 

Oi like to noiseless phantoms flit 

But open converse is theie none, 

So much the vital spirits sink 
I lo see the vacant chan, and think, 

1 IIow good ’ how kind ’ and he is gone * 
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XXI 

I ';ing to him that rests below, 

And, since the grasses round me wa\e, 

I take the glasses of the grave, 

And make them pipes whereon to blow 

The lra\ eller hears me now and then, 

And sometimes haishly will he speak 
‘ This fellow would make w eakness 
weak, 

And melt the waxen heaits of men ’ 

Another answers, ‘ Let him he, 

He loves to make parade of pain, 

1 hat with his piping he may gain 
The piaise that comes to constancy ’ 

A thud is wroth ‘Is this an hour 
Foi private sorrow’s barren song, 
When more and moie the people 
throng 

The chairs and thiones of civil power ? 

‘ A time to sicken and to swoon, 

When Science 1 caches foith her aims 
To feel fiom woild to world, and 
charms 

Hei secret fiom the latest moon 

Behold, ye speak an idle thing 

\e nevei knew the sacied dust 
I do but sing because I must, 

And pipe but as the linnets sing 

And one is glad , hei note is gay, 

For now her little ongs have ranged , 
And one is sad , her note is changed, 
Because hei biood is stol’n away 

WII 

The path by which we twain did go, 

Which led by tracts that pleased us 
well, 

Thio’ four sweet yeais arose and fell, 
J rom flower to flowei, from snow to snow 

And we with singing cheer’d the w ay, 
And, Clown’d with all the season 
lent, 

hiom Apnl on to Apiil went, 

And glad at heart from May to May 


But where the path we walk’d began 
To slant the fifth autumnal slope, 

As we descended following Hope, 
There sat the Shadow fear’d of man , 

Who broke oui fan companionship, 

And spread his mantle dark and 
cold, 

And wrapt thee formless in the fold, 
And dull’d the muimur on thy lip, 

And bore thee where I could not see 
Noi follow, tho’ I walk in haste, 
And think, that somewhere in the 
waste 

The Shadow sits and waits for me 
XXIII 

Now, sometimes in my sorrow shut, 

Or breaking into song by fits. 

Alone, alone, to where he sits. 

The Shadow cloak’d from head to foot, 

Who keeps the keys of all the cieeds, 

I wander, often falling lame, 

And looking back to whence I came, 
Oi on to where the pathway leads , 

And cijing, How changed from wheie it 
ran 

Thio’ lands where not a leaf was 
dumb , 

But all the lavish hills would hum 
The muimui of a happy Pan 

When each by turns was guide to each. 
And Fancy light from Fancy caught, 
And Thought leapt out to wed with 
Thought 

El e Thought could wed itself with Speech , 

And all we met ^\as fair and good, 

And all was good that Time could 
bung, 

And all the seciet of the Spring 
Moved in the chambers of the blood , 

And many an old philosophy 

On Argive heights divinely sang, 
And lound us all the thicket rang 
To many a flute of Arcady 
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x\iv 

And was the day of my delight 
As pure and perfect as I say > 

The very source and fount of Day 
Is dash’d with wandeiing isles of night 

If all was good and fair we met, 

This eaith had been the Pai idise 
It nevei look’d to human eyes 
Since oui first Sun arose and set 

And IS it that the haze of grief 

Makes foimer gladness loom so 
great ? 

The lowness of the piesent state, 
That sets the past m this relief? 

Or thit the past will always win 
A glory fiom its being far , 

And 01 b into the peifect star 
We saw not, when we moved theiein ? 

\x\ 

I know that this was Life, — the tiack 
Wheieon with equal feel we fired, 
And then, as now, the day prepared 
The daily burden for the back 

But this it was that made me move 
As light as carriLi buds 111 air , 

I loved the weight I had tobeai, 
Because it needed help ol Love 

Nor could I weai*v, heart 01 limb, 

When mighty Love would clta\e in 
twain 

The lading of a single pain, 

And part it, giving half to him 

wvi 

Still onward winds the dreaiy way , 

I with It , for I long to proi e 
No lapse of moons can canl ei Love, 
Whatever fickle tongues may sa> 

And if that eye which watches guilt 

And goodness, and hath power to 
see 

Within the green the mouldei’d tree, 
And toweis fall’n as soon as built — 


Oh, if indeed that eye foresee 
Or see (in Him is no before) 

In moie of life tiuc life no more 
And Love the indifference to be, 

Then might I find, eie j-et the mom 
Bleaks hithci ovei Indian seas, 
lhat Shadow waiting with the 
keys, 

To shroud me fiom my proper scorn 
\\\ II 

I envy not in any moods 

I he captive \oid of noble rage, 

The linnet boin within the cage, 
That nevei knew the summer woods 

I envy not the beast that takes 

His license in the field of time, 
Unfcttei’d by the sense of crime, 

To whom a conscience nevei wakes , 

Nor, what may count itself as blest, 

I he heart that nevci plighted troth 
But stagnates in the weeds of sloth , 
Nor any want begotten rest 

I hold it true, whate’er befall , 

I feel it, wlien I sorrow most , 

’lis better to ln\e loved and lost 
lhan novel to have loved at all 

\\\ III 

The time diawi? neai the hath of Christ 
'I he moon is hid , the night is still , 
‘ he Chiistmas bells from hill to hill 
Answer each other in the mist 

Foul voices of fiiur hamlets lound, 

From fai ind neai, on mead and 
moor, 

Swell out and fail, as if a door 
Weie shut between me and the sound 

Fach voice foui changes on the wind, 

I hat now dilate, and now decrease, 
l^eace and goodwill, goodwill and 
peace, 

Peace and goodwill, to all mankind 
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This year I slept and woke with pain, 

I almost wish’d no moie to wake, 
And that my hold on life would bieak 
Before I heard those bells again 

But they my troubled spint rule, 

For they conti oil’d me when a boy , 
They bring me soirow touch’d with 

joy» 

The meiry meiiy bells of Yule 

xxi\ 

With such compelling cause to grieve 
As daily vexes household peace, 

And chains legiet to his decease, 
How dare we keep oui Christmas eve , 

Which bnngs no moie a welcome guest 
To eniich the threshold of the night 
With showei’d largess of delight 
Tn dance and song and game and jest ? 

Yet go, and while the holly boughs 
Ent’ttine the cold baptismal font. 
Make one wieath more for Use and 
Wont, 

1 hat guard the portals of the house , 

Old sisters of a day gone by, 

Giay nurses, loving nothing new , 
Why should they miss their yearly 
due 

Before their time ? They too will die 

x\\ 

With trembling fingeis dicT wc weave 
The holly lound the Christmas 
hearth , 

A rainy cloud possess’d the eaith, 
And sadly fell oui Chiistmas eve 

At our old pastimes in the hall 

We gambol’d, making vain pretence 
Of gladness, with an awful sense 
Of one mute Shadow watching all 

We paused the winds weie in the beech 
We heard them sweep the winter 
land , 

And in a circle hand in hand 
Sat silent, looking each at each 
II 
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Then echo like oui voices rang , 

Wq sung, tho* eveiy eye was dim, 

A meiry song we sang with him 
Last year impetuously we sang 

We ceased a gentler feeling crept 
Upon us suiely rest is meet 
•They rest,’ we said, ‘then sleep is 
sw^eet,’ 

And silence follow’d, and we wept 

Our voices took a higher range , 

Once more we sang ‘ They do not 
die 

Noi lose their mortal sympathy. 

Nor change to us, although they change , 

* Rapt fiom the fickle and the frail 

With gather’d power, yet the same, 
Pierces the keen seiaphic flame 
Fiom 01b to orb, fiom veil to veil ’ 

Rise, happy mom, nse, holy morn, 

Diaw forth the cheerful day from 
night 

O Father, touch the east, and light 
The light that shone when Hope was 
boin 

XXXI 

When Lazaius left his chamel-cave, 

And home to Mary’s house return’d. 
Was this demanded — if he yearn’d 
To hear hei weeping by his grave ^ 

‘Where wert thou, biothei, those four 
days^’ 

There lives no record of reply. 
Which telling what it is to die 
Had surely added pxaise to praise 

From every house the neighboius met, 
The stieets vveie fill’d with joyful 
sound, 

A solemn gladness even crown’d 
The purple brows of Olivet 

Behold a man raised up by Christ ’ 

The rest remaineth unreveal’d , 
j He told it not , 01 something seal’d 
I The lips of that Evangelist 

E2 
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X\XII 

Her e>es aie homes of silent pi'fyei, 

Noi other thought her mind admits 
But, he was dead, and there he sits, 
And he that brought him back is theie 

Then one deep love doth superseae 
All othei, when her aident ga/c 
Roves from the living bi other’s face, 
And rests upon the Life indeed 

All subtle thought, all curious feais, 

Boine down hy gladness so complete, 
She bows, she bathes the Savioui’s 
feet 

With costly spikcnaid and with tens 

Thiice blest whose lives aic faithful 
pia>eis. 

Whose loves in higher lo\ t endure , 
What souls possess themselves so 
puie, 

Or IS there blessedness lil e theiis^ 
WMII 

0 thou that after toil and storm 

Mayst seem to have i cach’d a pmei 
ail, 

Whose faith has centie cveiyvvhcic, 
Nor caies to fix itself to foim, 

1 eave thou thy sistci when she pi lys, 

Her early Heaven, hci happy views , 
Noi thou with shadow’d hint confuse 
A life that leads melodious days 

Ilei faith thio’ ^oira is puie as thmc, 

Hei hands aie quid er unto good 
Oh, sacred be the flesh and blood 
To which she links a tiuth divine ’ 

See thou, that couiitest leison iipe 
In holding by the law w ithin, 

Thou fail not in a world of sin, 

And cv’n foi want of such a type 

XWIV 

My own dim life should teach me this, 
lhat life shall live for eveimoic, 
Else eaith is daikness at the coie, 
And dust and ashes all that is , 


This round of green, this orb of flame, 
Fantastic beauty , such as lurks 
In some wild Poet, when he woiks 
Without a conscience oi an aim 

What then weie God to such as I ? 

’Tvveie haidly worth my while to 
choose 

Of things all mortal, or to use 
A little patience eie I die , 

’Tweie best at once to sink to peace, 

Lil e buds the chaiming serpent 
chaws, 

lo chop head foremost m the jaws 
Of vaeant daikness and to cease 

\\\\ 

Yet if some voice that man could tiiist 
Should muimur from the nariow 
house, 

‘ 1 he checks drop in , the bod) hows , 
Man dies noi is thcie hope in dust ’ 

Might I not say? * Vet even heie, 

But foi one hoiu, O Love, I stiive 
To keep so sweet a thing alive ’ 
But I shoukl tuin mine ears and heai 

The meanings of the homeless sex, 

The sound of sticams that swift oi 
slow 

"Diaw do\\n d^onnn hills, and sow 
The dust of continents to he , 

And love world answer wnth a sigh, 

* The sound of that foigetful shoie 
Will change my sweetness moit and 
moie, 

Half dead to know that I shall die ’ 

0 me, what profits it to put 

An idle case ^ If Death were seen 
At first as Death, Love had not been, 

01 been in nanowest woiking shut, 

Mere fellow ship of sluggish moods, 

Oi in Ills coaisest Sat}r shape 
Had biuised the heib and crush’d 
the giape, 

And bask’d and batten’d in the wood^ 
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XXWI 

Tho’ truths in manhood daihly join, 
Deep seated in our mystic fianae, 
We yield all blessing to the name 
Of Him that made them current coin , 

Foi Wisdom dealt 'with mortal powers, 
Where tiuth in closest words shall 
fill, 

When tnith embodied m a tale 
Shall enter in at lowly doois 

And so the Woid had breath, and 
'wi ought 

With human hands the cieed of 
creeds 

In loveliness of peifect deeds, 

More strong than all poetic thought , 

hich he may lead that binds the sheaf, 
Or builds the house, or digs the grave, 
And those wild eyes that watch the 
wave 

In loaiings lound the coni reef 

WX'VIl 

Uiania speaks ■with daiken’d blow 

* Thou piatest heie wheie thou art 
least , 

This filth has many a purei piiest, 
And many an ablei voice than thou 

* (jo down beside thy natue nil, 

On thy Parnassus set thv feet, 

And heai thy lain el whispei sweet 
About the ledges of the hill ’ 

And my Melpomene replies, 

A touch of shame upon hei cheek 
‘ I am not worthy ev’n to speak 
Of thy pi evading mysteries , 

* hoi I am but an earthly Muse, 

And owning but a little ait 
I o lull with song an aching heart, 
And render human lo\e his dues , 

* But brooding on the dear one dead, 

And all he sard of things di\ me, 

( \nd dear to me as sacred wine 
To d)mg lips IS all he sard), 


* 1 mmmur’d, as I came along, 

Of comfort clasp’d in truth reveal’d , 
And loiter’d in the master’s field, 
And daiken’d sanctities with song ’ 

\XX\ III 

With weaiy steps I loiter on, 

Tho’ always under altei’d skies 
llie purple fiom the distance dies, 
My prospect and horizon gone 

No joy the blowing season gives, 

The herald melodies of spiing. 

But m the songs I love to sing 
A doubtful gleam of solace li\es 

If any caie for ■what is here 

Survive in spirits render’d free, 

Then are these songs I smg of thee 
Not all ungrateful to thine ear 

x\xi\ 

Old wardei of these buried bones, 

And answering now my random 
stroke 

With fruitful cloud and li\mg smoke, 
Daik yew, that graspest at the stones 

And dippest toward the dieamless head, 
To thee too comes the golden houi 
When flowei is feeling aftei flow'd , 
But Soiiow — fi\t upon the dead, 

And darkening the dark graves of men, — 
What whispei’d from her lying lips? 
Thy gloom is kindled at the tips, 
And passes into gloom again 

\L 

Could we forget the widow’d houi 
! And look on Spirits hieathed away, 
AlS on a maiden in the day 
When fiibt she wears her oiange flowei ’ 

When Clown’d with blessing she doth 
use 

To lake her latest leai e of home, 
And hopes and light i egrets that 
come 

Make ^pul of hex tender eyes , 
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And doubtful jo>s the father mo\c, 

And teais aie on the mother’s face, 
As parting \Mth a long embi icc 
She enters othei i trims of lore , 

Her office there to real, to teach. 
Becoming as is meet and fit 
A link among the da}s, to knit 
The generations each with each. 

And, doubtless, unto thee is gnen 
A life that bcais immoital fuiit 
In those great offices that suit 
The full-grown cneigics of heaven 

Ay me, the diffeiencc I discern ^ 

How often shall hei oM hieside 
Be cheei’d with tidings of the biide. 
How often she heisclf ictiun, 

And tell them all they would have told, 
And bung her babe, and make hci 
boast, 

Till even those that miss’d her most 
Shall count new things as deal as old 

But thou and I have shaken hands, 

Till glowing winters lay me low , 
My paths are in the fields 1 know, 
And thine m undiscover’d lands 

\i r 

Thy spirit eie oiu fatal loss 

Did ever use fiom high to highei , 
As mounts the heavenward altar file, 
As flies the lighter thro’ the gioss 

But thou art turn’d to something strange. 
And I have lost the links that bound 
Thy changes , here upon the ground, 
No more partaker of thy change 

Deep folly ’ yet that this could be — 
That I could wing my will with 
might 

To leap the grades of life and light, 
And flash at once, my fiiend, to thee 

For tho’ my natuie rarely yields 

To that vague fear implied in death , 
Nor shudders at the gulfs beneath, 
The bowlings from forgotten fields , 


Yet oft wffien sundowm skirts the mooi 
An inner trouble X behold, 

A spectial doubt v\hich makes me 
cold, 

That I shall be ihy mate no moie, 

Tho’ follow mg w ith an iipw ard mind 
The wondcis that ha\e come to 
thee, 

I hro’ all the secular to be, 

But esennoie a life behind 

M li 

I vcv 111}- heait with fancies dim 

He still outstiipt me in the lace , 

It was but unity of place 
That made me dream I link’d with him 

\nd so may Place lelaui us still, 

And he the much beloved again, 
k loid of laige e\pciience, tiain 
lo riper giowth the mind and will 

And what delights can equal those 
That stii the spuit’s innei deeps, 
When one that lo\es but knows not, 
leips 

A truth fiom one that loves and knows > 
\i in 

Tf Sleep and Dcatli be tmly one, 

And cveiy spnit’s folded bloom 
Tin o’ all its mtei vital gloom 
In some long tr inee should slumbei on , 

Unconscious of the sliding houi, 

Bare of the body, might it last, 

And silent tiaces of the past 
Be all the coloui of the flower 

So then wcie nothing lost to man , 

So that still garden of the souls 
In many a figured leaf enrolls 
The total world since life began , 

And love will last as pure and whole 
As when he loved me hcie in 
1 line, 

I And at the spiiitual prime 
I Rewaken with the dawning soul 
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\I IV 

How flies it with the happy dead ? 

Foi heie the man is moie and moie, 
Eut he forgets the days before 
God shut the dooiways of his head 

The days have vanish’d, tone and tint, 
And yet perhaps the hoaiding sense 
Gives out at times (he knows not 
whence) 

A little flash, a mystic hint , 

And in the long harmonious years 

(If Death so taste Lethean springs), 
May some dim touch of eaithly 
things 

Surprise thee ranging with thy peeis 

If such a dreamy touch should fall, 

O turn thee round, lesolve the doubt , 
hly guardian angel w ill speak out 
In that high place, and tell thee all 

\LV 

The baby new to eaith and sky, 

What time his lendei palm is prest 
Against the circle of the bieast, 

Has ne\ei thought that ‘ this is I ’ 

Lut as he grows he gathers much, 

And leains the use of ‘ I,’ and ‘ me,’ 
And finds * I am not what I see. 
And othei than the things I touch ’ 

So rounds he to a separate mind 

From whence cl<«ii memoiy may 
begin, 

As thro’ the frame that binds him in 
Ills isolation glows defined 

This use may he in blood and breath. 
Which else were fruitless of then due, 
Had man to learn himself anew 
Beyond the second biith of Death 

\IVI 

We ranging down this lowei track, 

The path we came by, thoin and 
flower, 

Is shadow’d by the growing hour. 
Lest life should fail in looking hack 


So be it there no shade can last 

In that deep dawn behind the tomb, 
But deal fiom marge to maige shall 
bloom 

The eternal landscape of the past , 

A lifelong tract of time leveal’d , 

The fruitful hours of still increase , 
Days oidei’d in a wealthy pence, 
And those fi\e years its richest jfield 

O Love, thy province w’-ere not large, 

A bounded field, noi stretching far , 
Look also, Lo\e, a brooding star, 

A rosy warmth fiom niaige to marge 

XL VII 

That each, who seems a separate whole, 
Should move his lounds, and fusing 
all 

The skirts of self again, should fall 
Remeiging in the general Soul, 

Is faith as vague as all unsw^eet 
Eternal form shall still divide 
The eternal soul from all beside , 
And I shall know him when w^e meet 

And we shall sit at endless feast. 

Enjoying each the other’s good 
"W hat vttstei dieam can hit the mood 
Of Lo\ e on eaith ^ He seeks at least 

Upon the last and sharpest height, 

Before the spirits fade away, 

Some landing-place, to clasp and say, 

‘ Farewell ’ We lose ourselves in light ’ 

\LVin 

If these biief lays, of Soirow borr, 

Weie taken to be such as closed 
Grave doubts and answeis heie pio 
posed, 

; Then these were such as men might scoin 

Hei care is not to part and prove , 

She takes, when harshei moods 
remit, 

"What slendei shade of doubt may 
lilt, 

\nd makes it vassal unto love 



m MEMOKT I V 


136 

And hence, ndccd, she spoils \Mth 
woids, 

But beLtei selves 'i \\holesonie h\\, 
And holds it sm and shame to diaw 
The deepest measure fiom the chords 

Nor daie she tiust a larger lay, 

But rather loosens from the hp 
Shoit swallow-flights of song, that dip 
Their wings m tears, and skim a\\a> 

From art, from natuic, fiom the schooK, 
Let random influences ghnee. 

Like light m many a shi\t.r d lanrc 
That bleaks about the dipplcd pools 

The lightest w ave of thought shall lisp, 
The fancy’s tenckicst edd> wicathc, 
The slightest an of song shall breathe 
To make the sullen surface cusp 

And look thy look, and go thy ay, 

But blame not thou the winds that 
make 

The seeming wanton nppic bicak. 
The tendtr-penal’d shadow ph) 

Beneath all fancied hopes and fcais ' 
Ay me, the sonow deepens down, 
Whose muflled motionsblmdly diow n 
The bases of my life m teais 

I 

Be near me when m) light is low, 

When the blood cieeps, \nd the 
nerves puck 

And tingle , and the heart is siek, 
And all the wheels of Being slow 

Be near me when the sensuous frame 
Is lack’d mih pangs that conquti 
tiust , 

And Time, a maniac scatteung dust, 
And Life, a Fuiy slinging flame 

Be near me when my faith is dry, 

And men the flies of 1 itter spung, 
That lay their eggs, and stmg and 
smg 

And weave then petty cells and die 


Be near me when 1 f^tlc awaj, 

lo point iho tcim of human stiife, 
.Vncl on the low daik \erge of life 

The twilight of eternal ds} 

1 1 

Do we indeed desiie the dead 

Should still be neai us it oui side ? 

Is theie no baseness we would hide ? 

No mnei \ileness ihat we diead ^ 

Shall he foi whose applause I stiove, 

I hid such reveienee fur his blame, 
Sec with cleii e}( some hidden 
shame 

Vnd I be lessen d m his lo\e i* 

I wiong the giivc with feais untuie 

Shall loie be binned foi w int of 
filth > 

Then must be wisdom with gieat 
De ilh 

The dead shall look me thio’ and thio’ 

Be neai us when we climb 01 fill 

Vi watch, like < lOfl, the 1 oiling houis 
^\lth laigei othei t>es Ihm ouis, 

To miko allowance fui us all 

i u 

I cannot lo\e lhe< u I ought, 

lor love u fleets tht tiling bcloicd , 
My wouls aieonl) woids, ami moved 

Upon the topmost fioth at thought 

et blame not Thou th} plaintue song,’ 
The Spiiit of tiue lo\c leplied , 
‘Thou canst not move me fiom thy 
side, 

Nor human frailty <lo me wrong 

‘What keep> a spint wholly liue 
lo thit ideal which he beais^ 

Whit rccoid^ not the sinless yeais 

Ihat breathed benexdi the b>ii in blue 

‘ So fiet not, like an i<lle gul, 

That life IS dish’d with flecks of sin 
Abide tin w^ealth is githei’il in, 

When lime hath sunder’d shell fiom 
pc ail ’ 
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How many a father ha\ e I seen, 

A sobei man, among his boys,. 
Whose youth was full of foolish 
noise, 

Who weais his manhood hale and gieen 

And daie we to this fancy give, 

lhat had the wild oat not been 
sown. 

The soil, left barren, scarce had 
giown 

Ihe giain by which a man may live ^ 

Or, if we held the doctrine sound 
Foi life outliving heats of youth, 

\et who would preach it as a tiuth 

1 o those that eddy round and round ^ 

Hold thou the good define it well 
Foi fear divine Philosophy 
Should push beyond hei maik, and 
be 

Piocuress to the Loids of Hell 
1 1 \ 

Oh yet we trust that somehow good 
Will be the final goal of ill, 
lo pangs of nature, sins of will, 

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood , 

That nothing walks with aimless feet , 
lhat not one life shall be destroy’d, 
Oi cast as rubbish to the \oid, 

When God hath made thj^pile complete , 

That not a woiin is cloven in vain , 

That not a moth with vain desiie 
Is shn veil’d in a fruitless file, 

Oi but subseives another’s gain 

Behold, we know not anything , 

I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last — far off — at last, to all, 

And e\eiy winter change to spiing 

So runs my dieam but what am I ^ 

\n infant ciymg in the night 
An infant ciying foi the light 

And with no language but a ciy 


LV 

The wish, that of the living whole 

No life may fail beyond the gra\ e, 
Derives it not fiom what we have 
The likest God withm the soul ^ 

Are God and Natuie then at strife, 

That Nature lends such evil dreams^ 
So careful of the t}-pe she seems, 

So careless of the single life , 

That I, considering everywheie 

Hei secret meaning m hei deeds, 
And finding that of fifty seeds 
She often brings but one to beai, 

I faltei where I fiimly tiod, 

And falling with my w^eight of cares 
Upon the great world’s altai-staiis 
1 hat slope thio’ daikness up to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope, 
And gather dust and chaff, and call 
To what I feel is Loid of all, 

And faintly bust the laiger hope 

L\I 

‘ bo caieful of the type but no 

Fiom scalped cliff and quained stone 
Sheenes,,^* \ thousand types aiegone 
I care for nothing, all shall go 

* Thou makest thine appeal to me 
I bring to life, I bung to death 
The spirit does but mean the bieath 
I know no more ’ And he, shall he, 

Man, her last work, who seem’d so fan, 
Suen splendid puipose in his eyes, 
Who loll’d the psalm to wintry skies. 
Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer, 

Who trusted God was love indeed 
And love Cieation’s final law — 
Iho’ Natuie, led in tooth and claw 
With laMne, shuck’d against his creed — 

Who lo\ed, who suffei’d countless ills, 
Who battled foi the Tiue, the Just, 
Be blown about the desert dust, 

Oi seal’d within the non hills ^ 
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No more^ A monster then, n dieim, 

A discord Diagons of the prime, 
That tare each othei m then slime, 
Weie mellow music match’d w ith him 

0 life as futile, then, as frail ’ 

O for thy voice to soothe and bless ^ 
What hope of answei, or rediess^ 
Behind the veil, behind the veil 

n 

Peace , come away the song of woe 
Is after all an earthly song 
Peace, come away we do him 
wiong 

To sing so wildly let us go 

Come , let us go join cheeks aie pale 
But half my life I leave behind 
Methmks my friend is i ichly sh lined , 
But I shall pass , my work w ill foil 

Yet in these ears, till heaiing dies, 

One set slow bell will seem to toll 
The passing of the sweetest soul 
lhat evei look’d with human ejes 

1 hear it now, and o’ei and^o’ei, 

Eteinal gieetings to the dead , 

And * Ave, Ave, A\c,’ said 
‘Adieu, adieu’ for eveimoie 

i\ in 

In those sad woids I took faiewell 
Like echoes in sepulchral halls, 

As drop by drop the watei fills 
In vaults and catacombs, they fell , 

And, falling, idly biokc the peace 

Of hearts lhat beat from day to 
daj, 

Half conscious of their dying claj , 
And those cold crypts wheie they slrnll 
cease 

The high Muse answer’d ‘Wherefore 
grieve 

Thy biethren with a fiuitless teai ’ 
Abide a little longei hcie, 

And thou shalt take a noblei leave ’ 


LIv 

O Soiiow, wilt thou live with me 
No casual mistiess, but a wnfe, 

My bosom-fiiend and half of life , 
As I confess it neeas must be , 

O Soiiow, wilt thou lule mj blood, 

Be sometimes lovelj like a bade, 
And put thy harshei moods aside, 

If thou wilt have me w isc and good 

My ccntied jiassion cannot move, 
hi 01 will it lessen fiom to day , 

But I’ll liav e lea\ c at limes to play 
As With the cicatuic of mj love , 

And set thee foitli, for thou ait mine, 
Whtli so mueliliope foi ycais to comi, 
'Ilial, howsoe’ci I know thee, some 
Could hndly tell what name weic thine 

I \ 

He past , a soul of nobler tone 

My spiut loved and loves him jet, 
Like some pooi giil whose heart is 
set 

On one who:>c lank exceeds hci own 

lie mixing with his piopcr spluie, 

She finds the baseness of hei lot, 
Half jealous of she 1 nows not what, 
And envjing ill that meet him thae 

The little village looks foiloin , 

She sighs ^nid her niiiow days, 
Moving about the household w aj s, 
In that daik house where she was boin 

The foolish neighhouis come and go. 
And tease hei till the day diaws by 
At night she weeps, ‘ IIow vain 
am I ’ 

How should he love a thing so low>’ 

L\I 

If, in thy second slate sublime, 

Ihy ransom’d leasoii change leplies 
With all the cucle of the wise, 

The perfect flowei of human lime , 
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And if thou cast thine eyes below, 

How dimly chaiacter’d and slight, 
How dwarfd a growth of cold and 
night, 

How blanch’d with daikness must I giow ’ 

Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore, 

Where thy first form was made a man , 

I lo\ed thee, Spirit, and love, noi can 
The soul of Shakspeaie love thee more 

I XII 

Tho’ if an eye that’s downwaid cast 

Could make thee somewhat blench 
or fail, 

Then be my love an idle tale. 

And fading legend of the past , 

And thou, as one that once declined, 
When he was little more than boy. 
On some unworthy heait with joy. 
But lives to wed an equal mind , 

And breathes a no\el woild, the while 
His other passion wholly dies, 

Or in the light of deeper eyes 
Is matter foi a flying smile 

LMII 

Yet pity foi a horse o’ei diiven, 

And love in which my hound has 
pait, 

Can hang no weight upon my heart 
In its assumptions up to hea\ en , 

And I am so much moie than these, 

As thou, pti chance, aiL moie than I, 
And yet I spare them sympathy, 
And I would set then pains at ease 

So mays! thou watch me where I weep, 
As, unto \ aster motions bound, 

The cii cults of thine 01 bit lound 
A highei height, a deepei deep 

IXIV 

Dost thou look back on what hath been, 
As some di\inely gifted marr. 
Whose life in low estate began 
And on a simple village gicen , 


Who bleaks his birth’s imidious bai. 

And grasps the skirts of happy chance. 
And breasts the blows of circum- 
stance, 

And grapples with his evil star. 

Who makes by foice his meiit knowm 
And lives to clutch the golden ke) s. 
To mould a mighty state’s deciees, 
And shape the whisper of the thione , 

And movmg up from high to higher, 

Becomes on Foi tune’s ci owning slope 
1 he pillar of a people’s hope. 

The centre of a world’s desire , 

Yet feels, as in a pensive dream, 

When all his active poweis aie still, 
A distant deainess in the hill, 

A secret sweetness in the stieam, 

The limit of his nairower fate, 

While yet beside its \ocal springs 
He play’d at counsellois and kings, 
With one that was his eailiest mate , 

Who ploughs with pam his native lea 
And reaps the laboui of his hands, 
Or m the fuiiow musing stands , 

* Does my old fiiend remember me 

^ I XV 

Sweet soul, do with me as thou will , 

I lull a fancy tiouble tost 
With * Love’s too precious to be lost, 
A little giain shall not be spilt ’ 

And in that solace can I sing, 

Till out of painful phases wrought 
There flutters up a happy thought, 
Self balanced on a lightsome wing 

Since we deserved the name of fiiends, 
And thine effect so li\ es in me, 

A -p'xrt of mine may live in thee 
And move thee on to noble ends 

LX\I 

You thought my heait too fai diseased , 
\ou wonder when my fancies play 
To find me gay among the gay, 
Like one with any tiifle pleased 
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The shade by which in) life n is ciobt, 
Which makes a desert in the mind, 
lias made me kindly with my kind, 
And like to him whose sight is lost , 

Whose feet aie guided thro’ the hnd, 
Whose jest among his fiitnds is 
free, 

Who takes the cmldien on his knee, 
And winds then cm Is about his hand 

lie plays with thieads, he beats his chaii 
hoi pastime, dreaming of the sky , 
Ills inner day can nevti die, 

Ills night of loss IS always theic 

L\\ II 

When on my bed the moonlight fills, 

I know that in thy phee oL icst 
By that bioad watei of the wi st, 

I heie comes a glory on the walls 

Thy maihle bright in dark appeals, 

As slowly steals a sihei llime 
Along the letteis of th) name 
And 0 or the numbei of thy >eiis 

The mystic glory swims aw a) , 

h lom off my bed the moonlight dies , 
And closing eaves of iveaiied e>es 
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gi u 

And then I know the mist is drawn 
A lucitl \ cil fi om Co ist to coast, 

And m the dark chuich like a ghost 
Ihy tablet gliimiieis to the dawn 

i\Mn 

When in the down I sink my head, 

Sleep, Death’s Iw'in-biothei, times 
my breath , 

Sleep, Death’s twin-brotliei, knows 
not Death, 

b.01 can I dicam of thee as deid 

I walk as eie I walked foiloiii, 

When all oui path was fi esh wnth 
dew, 

And all the bugle biec 7 es blew 
Reveillee to the bieaking mom 


But what IS this ? 1 iiun about, 

I tind a ti cubic in time eye, 

\\ hich makes me sad I know not wh) , 
Noi can my dieam lesohe the doubt 

But eie the laik hath left the lea 

I w'ake, and I discern the truth , 

It IS the tiouble of my )outh 
That foolish sleep tiansfeis to thee 

T\r 

I dieam’d th< u vvould be Spung no moie, 
lhat Nature’s ancient powci was 
lost 

Ihe stiects were black with smoke 
and fiost, 

'’Ihe_y chattel VI tulles at tlie doo» 

I wandcrVl fiom the noisy to\ n, 

I lound 1 w( od with thoiny boughs 
I took the thorns to bind my brows, 
I >\oie them like a civic ciown 

I met with S(olis, I met with sconis 

I'Kjm )outh and bibe and hoaiy 
hails 

] hiv cill d me in the public sqinies 
Ihe fool that wears i eiown ol thoins 

I hey call’d me fool, they ( lU’d me child 
I iouud 111 ingel ol the night , 

1 lie \oue was low, the look w 
blight , 

He look’d upon mj^ < lown and smiled 

lie leach’d the^lui) of a hand, 

lhat seem’d to touch it into leaf 
J he \oice was not the \oict of giiet, 
The woids weie haid to undeistand 

T\\ 

I cannot see (he featuies right, 

When on the gloom I stiive to paint 
1 he free 1 know , tlu hiu s aie faint 
And miK with hollow mx^ks ol night , 

Cloucl-towcrs by ghostly masons wiought, 
A gulf tint evci shuts and gapes, 

A hand that points, and palled shape i 
In shadowy tlioioughiaies gl thought , 
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And ciowds that stieam from yaAvmng 
doois, 

And shoals of puckei’d faces diive, 
Dark bulks that tumble half alive, 

And lazy lengths on boundless shores , 

Till all at once beyond the will 
I hear a wizard music loll, 

And thro’ a lattice on the soul 

Looks thy fair face and makes it still 

LXXI 

Sleep, kinsman thou to death and tiance 
And madness, thou hast foiged at last 
A night long Present of the Past 

In which we went thio’ summer France 

Hadst thou such ciedrt with the soul > 
Then bring an opiate tiebly stiong, 
Drug down the blindfold sense of 
wrong 

That so my pleasure may be whole , 

While now we talk as once wc talk’d 
Of men and minds, the dust of change, 
The days that grow to something 
strange, 

In walking as of old we walk’d 

Beside the ruci’s wooded leach, 

The for ti ess, and the mountain iidge, 
The cataract flashing from the budge, 

The breaker bieaking on the beach 

I XXII 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again. 

And howdest, isbuing out of night, 
With blasts that blow the poplar 
white, 

And lash with storm the streaming pane ^ 

Day, when my crown’d estate be^un 
To pine in that reverse of doom, 
Winch sicken’d every living bloom, 

And bluri’d the splendour of the sun , 

Who usliciest in the doloious hour 

With thy t^uick tears that make the 
lose ' 

Pull sideways, and the daisy close 

Iiei ciimson fiinges to the showci , 
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Whomight’st hive heaved a windless flame 
Up the deep East, or, whispering, 
play’d 

A chequer woik of beam and shade 
Along the hills, yet look’d the same 

As wan, as chill, as wild as now , 

Day, mark’d as with some hideous 
crime, 

When the dark hand struck down 
thio’ time. 

And cancell’d nature’s best but thou, 

Lift as thou raay’st thy buithen’d brows 
Thro’ clouds that diench the morning 
star, 

And whirl the ungarner’d sheaf afai, 
And sow the sky with flying houghs, 

And up thy vault with roaring sound 
Climb thy thick noon, disastrous daj 
Touch thy dull goal of joyless gray, 
And hide thy shame beneath the giound 

LXXTII 

So man> woilds, so much to do, 

So little done, such things to be, 
How knov* I wdiat had need of thee, 
Foi thou weit stiong as thou weit tiue * 

The fame is quench’d that I foresaw, 

ihe head hath miss’d an eaithlv 
wreath 

I curse not nature, no, nor death , 
For nothing is that eire from law 

We pass , the path that each man trod 
Is dim, 01 will be dim, with weeds 
What fame is left fpi human deeds 
In endless age? It lests vMth God 

O hollow wraith of dying fame, 

Fade wholly, while the soul exults, 
And self infolds the large results 
Of foice that would have foiged a name 

LWIV 

As sometimes in a dead man’s face, 

To those that watch It moieand more, 
A likeness, hardly seen before. 
Comes out — to some one of his race 
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So, dearest, now thy brows aie cold, 

I see thee what thou ait, and know 
Thy likeness to the wise below. 

Thy kindred with the gieat of old 

But theie is moie than I can see, 

And what I see I leave unsaid, 

Noi speak it, knowing Death has 
made 

Ills darkness beautiful with thee 
LWV 

I leave thy praises unexpress’d 

In verse that bungs myself relief, 
And by the measuie of my giief 

I leave thy gieatness to be guess’d , 

What practice howsoe’ei expcit 

In fitting aptest woids to things, 

Or a oice the richest toned that sings, 

Hath pow^ei to give thee as thou weit 

I caie not m these fading days 

To raise a ciy that lasts not long, 
And round thee with the bieeze of 
song 

To stir a little dust of piaise 

Ihy leaf has peiish’d in the gicen, 

And, while we bieaHic beneath the 
sun. 

The w Olid which ci edits wh it is done 

Is cold to all that might have been 

So here shall silence guard thy fame , 

But somewheie, out of human mow, 
Whate’ei thy hands arc set to do 

Is wrought with tumult of acclaim 

LWV I 

Take wings of fancy, and ascend. 

And in a moment set thy face 
Where all the stairy heavens of 
space 

Are sharpen’d to a needle’s end , 

Take wings of foresight , lighten thio’ 
The secular abyss to come, 

And lo, thy deepest lays aie dumu 

Before the mouldeiing of a yew , 


And if the matin songs, that woke 
The darkness of oui planet, last. 
Thine own shall wither in the vast, 
Eie half the lifetime of an oak 

Eie these ha\e clothed then branchy 
boweis 

With fifty Ma}s, thj songs aie vain, 
A nd what aie they when these lemam 
The luin’d shells of hollow toweis? 

LW\n 

What hope is here foi modem rh>me 
1 o him, wdio turns a musing eye 
On songs, and deeds, and lives, that 
he 

Foieshoitcn’d in the tiact of time? 

These mortal lullabies of pain 

May bind a book, m ly line a box, 
May serve to cuil a maulen’s locks, 
Oi when a thousand moons shall w^ane 

A man upon a stall ma> find, 

And, passing, turn the page that tells 
A giief, then changed to something 
else, 

Sung by a long forgotten mind 

Hut what of that? My diiken’d wa)s 
Sliill line with music ill the same , 
Tolne ithe ni} loss is more th in fame, 
To uUei lo\e inoie sweet than piaise 

I'-XMIl 

Again at Chiistmis did we wea\e 

Ihe holly lound the Cliiislmas 
health , 

The silent snow possess d the earth. 
And calmly fell oui Chiistmas eve 

The yule clog spaikled keen with host. 
No wing of wind the legion swept, 
But o\er all things brooding slept 
The quiet sense of something lost 

As m the winteis left behind. 

Again oui ancient games had place. 
The mimic pictuie’s bieathmg giace, 
I And dance and song and hoodman blind 
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Who show’d a token of distiess ’> 

No single tear, no mark of pain 

0 sorrow, then can sorrow wane '> 

O grief, can grief be changed to less ^ 

O last 1 egret, legiet can die ’ 

No — mixt with all this mystic frame, 
Her deep relations are the same, 

But with long use hei tears aie diy 

LX\IX 

‘ More than my brothers aie to me,’ — 
Let this not vex thee, noble heait ’ 

1 know thee of what force thou ait 
To hold the costliest love in fee 

But thou and I are one in kind, 

As moulded like in Nature’s mint , 
And hill and wood and field did punt 
The same sweet forms in either mind 

For us the same cold streamlet curl’d 
Thro’ all his eddying coves , the same 
All winds that 10am the twilight came 
In vhispers of the beauteous woild 

At one dear knee we pi offer’d vows, 

One lesson from one book we learn’d, 
Ere childhood’s flaxen ringlet turn’d 
To black and blown on kindled blows 

And so my wealth lesembles thine, 

But he was iich where I was poor, 
And he supplied my want the more 
As his unlikeness fitted mine 

L\XX 

If any vague desire should use, 

That holy Death ere Arthur died 
Had moved me kindly fiom his side. 
And diopt the dust on tearless eyes , 

Then fancy shapes, as fancy can. 

The gutf my loss in him had wi ought, 
A grief as deep as life or thought. 
But stay’d in peace with God and man 

I make a pictuie in the biain , 

I hear the sentence that he speaks , 
He bears the buithcn of the weeks 
But turns his buithen into gam 


His Cl edit thus shall set me fiee , 

And, influence rich to soothe and 
save. 

Unused example from the grave 
Reach out dead hands to comfoit me 

LXXXI 

Could I hi\e said while he was heie, 

My love shall now no furthei range , 
Theie cannot come a mellowei 
change. 

For now is love mature in eai ’ 

Lo-ve, then, had hope of iicher stoie 
What end is heie to my complaint^ 
This haunting whisper makes me 
faint, 

‘More years liad made me love thee moie ’ 

But Death leturns an answer sweet 

* My sudden fiost was sudden gam, 
And gave all npeness to the giain, 

It might have diawn fiom after heat ’ 

LXXMI 

I wage not any feud with Death 

For changes wi ought on form and 
face , 

No lower life that earth’s embrace 
May breed with him, can fright my faith 

Eternal piocess moving on, 

Fiom state to state the spirit walks , 
And these are but the shatter’d stalks, 
Or luin’d chrysalis of one 

Nor blame I Death, because he bare 
The use of virtue out of earth 
I know transplanted human woith 
Will bloom to profit, otherwhere 

Foi this alone on Death I wieak 

The wrath that garners in my heart , 
He put oui lives so far apart 
We cannot hear each other speak 

LXXXIII 

Dip down upon the northern shore, 

O sweet new yeai delaying long , 
Thou doest expectant natuie wiong , 
Delaying long, delay no moie 
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^Vhal slays thee fiom the clouded noons, 
Thy sweetness hoin its piopei placed 
Can trouble live with April days, 

Oi sadness in the sumniei moons ^ 

Bung orchis, bung the foxglove spire, 
The little speedwell’s darling blue, 
Deep tulips dash’d with fieiy dew, 
Laburnums, dioppiiig wells of fiic 

0 thou, new yeai, delaying long, 

Dehyest the soiiow in my blood, 
That longs to burst a frozen bud 
And flood a liesher throat with song 

I v\xi\ 

*When I contemplate all alone 

The life that had been thine below , 
And Ak my thoughts on all the glow 
To which thy descent would have giow n 

1 see thee sitting crown’d with good, 

A cential warmth diffusing bliss 
In glance and smile, and clisp and 
kiss, 

On all the branches of tli) blood , 

Thy blood, my friend, and partly mine 
For now the day was diawnng on, 
When thou should’st link thy lift 
with one ^ 

Of mine o\\ n house, and boys of thine 

Had babbled * Uncle ’ on m) knee , 

But that rcmoiselesb non hom 
Made cypress of her oiange flowei, 
Despair of Hope, and earth of thee 

I seem to meet then least desne. 

To clap then cheeks, to call them mine 
I see then unborn faces shine 
Beside the never -lighted fire 

I see myself an honour’d guest, 

Thy paitnei in the flowery walk 
Of letteis, genial table talk, 

Or deep dispute, and graceful jest , 

While now thy prosperous labour fills 
The lips of men with honest praise, 
And sun by sun the happy da>s 
Descend belo\» the golden hills 


With piomise of a morn as fan , 

And all the ti nn of bounteous hours 
Conduct by paths of growing poweis, 
To icverence and the silver ban , 

Till slowly vvoin hei eaithly lobe, 

Hei lavish mission iichly wrought, 
Leaving gieat legacies of thought, 
Thy spiiit should fail from ott the globe , 

\\ hat tine mine own might also flee, 

As link’d w ith thine in love and fate. 
And, hov ci ing o’er the doloious stiait 
To the othu shoie, involved in thee, 

Airive at last the blessed goal, 

And He that died in Holy Land 
W’’ould leach us out the shining hand, 
And take us as a single soul 

What leerl was that on which I leant? 
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake 
Ihe old bitterness again, and bieak 
The low beginnings of eontent 

I \\\v 

This tiuth came borne with biei and pall, 
I felt it, when I son ow’d most, 

’Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than neve i to h i\ e loved at all 

O true m avoid, and tiled m deed, 
Dimanding, so to bung relief 
To this w Inch is oui common giief, 
What kind of lile is Ih it I lead , 

•r* 

And whcthci trust in things above 

Be dimm’d of soriow, oi sustain’d , 
And whethei love foi him have 
diam’d 

My capabilities of lov e , 

Youi words have virtue such as diaws 
A faithful answer from the breast, 
Thio’ light repioaches, half exprest, 
And loyal unto kindly Laws 

My blood an even tenor kept, 

Till on mine eai this message falls, 
That m Vienna’s fatal walls 
God’s finger touch’d him, and he slept 
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The great Intelligences fin 

That range above our mortal state, 

In circle lound the blessed gate, 
Received and gave him welcome theie , 

Vnd led him thro’ the blissful climes, 

And show’d him in the fountain fresh 
All kno^\ ledge that the sons of flesh 
Shall gather in the cycled times 

But I remain’d, whose Lopes were dim, 
Whose life, whose thoughts were little 
worth, 

To wander on a daiken’d eaith, 
Wheie all things round me breathed of 
him 

O fiiendship, equal poised contiol, 

0 heart, with kindliest motion waim, 

0 sacied essence, other form, | 

O solemn ghost, O ci owned soul ' 

Yet none could better know than I, 

How much of act at human hands 
The sense of human will demands 
By which we dare to live 01 die 

Whatevei w ay my days dechne, 

1 felt and feel, tho’ left alone, 

Ills being working in mine own, 

J he footsteps of his life in mine , 

A life that all the Muses deck’d 

With gifts of grace, that might ex- 
piess 

All compiehensive tenderness, 

All subtilising intellect 

And so my passion hath not sweived 
To works of weakness, but I find 
An image comfoiting the mind, 

And m my grief a strength iesei\ed 

Likewise the imaginative woe, 

lhat loved to handle spiritual strife, 
Difiused the shock thio’ all my life, 
But in the present broke the blow 

]My pulses Iherefoie beat again 

h or other friends that once I met , 
Nor can it suit me to foiget 
1 he mighty hopes that make us men 


I wooyoui loae I count it crime 
To mourn foi any overmuch , 

I, the di\ ided half of such 
A friendship as had mastei’d Time , 

Winch masters Time indeed, and is 
Eternal, separate from feais 
The all assuming months and yeais 
Can take no pait away fiom tins 

But Summer on the steaming floods, 

And Spiing that swells the nanow 
brooks, 

And Autumn, with a noise of rooks, 
That gathei in the waning woods, 

And e/eiy pulse of wind and wave 

Recalls, in change of light 01 gloom, 
My old affection of the tomb, 

And my prime passion in the grave 

My old affection of the tomb, 

A pait of stillness, yearns to speak 
‘Anise, and get thee forth and seek 
A friendship for the yeais to come 

‘ I watch thee fiom the quiet shore , 

Thy spiiit up to mine can leach , 

But in deal woi ds of human speech 
We two communicate no moie ’ 

And I, ‘CanLlouds of nature stain 
The staiiy clearness of the free^ 
How IS it ? Canst thou feel foi me 
Some painless syrapath) with pam^’ 

And lightly does the whispei fall , 

‘ ’Tis haid foi thee to fathom this , 

I triumph in conclusive bliss, 

And that seiene icsult of all ’ 

So hold I commeice with the dead , 

Or so mcthinks the dead would 
say. 

Or so shall giief with symbols play 
And pining life be fancy fed 

Now looking to some settled end, 

That these things pass, and I shaU 
piove 

Ameef mg somewheie, love withlovt, 
I crave joui paidon, O my fiiend , 
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If not so fresh, with lo\e as tiue, 

I, clasping brother hands, a\ei 
I could not, if I would, tiansfei 
The whole I felt for him to }ou 

For which be they that hold apait 

The promise of the golden houis ^ 
Fust love, fiist fiiendship, equal 
poweis, 

That mairy with the Mrgm heait 

Still mine, that cannot but deploic, 

That beats within a lonely pi ice, 
That yet rcmembcis his embrace, 
But at his footstep leaps no moie, 

My heart, tho* widow’d, may not lest 
Quite in the love of what is gone, 
But seeks to beat in time with one 
That waims anothei living bicast 

Ah, take the impel feet gift I bring, 
Knowing the primrose yet 1 % deai. 
The pnmiose of the latei yeai, 

As not unlike to that of Spiing 

LXXWI 

Sweet after showeis, ambrosial an, 

That lollcst from the goigeous 
gloom 

Of evening ovei biake and bloom 
And meadow, slowly bicathing baic 

The round of space, and lapt below 
Thio’ all the dewy tassell’d wood, 
And shadowing dow-n the horned 
flood 

In ripples, fan my blows and blow 

Tlie fever fiom my cheek, and sigh 

The full new life that feeds thy 
breath 

Throughout my flame, till Doubt 
and Death, 

111 brethren, let the fancy fly 

From belt to belt of ciimson seas 

On leagues of odour sti earning fai, 
To where in yondei oiient stai 
A bundled spiiits whisper ‘Peace ’ 


LWWII 

I past beside the ie\eiend walls 

in ivhich of old I woie the gown \ 

I ro\ed at landom thro’ the town, 
\nd saw the tumult of the halls , 

And heaid once moic in college fanes 
The stoim their high built oigans 
make, 

And thunder music, 1 oiling, shake 
The piophet blazon’d on the panes , 

And caught once moie the distant shout, 
The mcasiiied pulse of lacmg oais 
Among the willows , paced the shoi es 
And many a bridge, and all about 

The same gray flats again, and felt 

The same, but not the same , and 
last 

Up that long walk of limes I past 
To see the rooms in which he dwelt 

Another name was on the door 

I linger’d , all within was noise 
Of songs, and clapping hands, and 
boys 

That crash’d the glass and beat the flooi , 

here once w c held debate, a band 
Of youthful fiiends, on mind and ait. 
And lahoui, and the changing mail, 
And all the flame work of the lind , 

When one would aim in aiiow fur, 

But send it slacl ly fiom the stung 
And one would pieice an outei iing, 
And one an mnei, heie and theic , 

And last the mistei bowman, he, 

Would cleave the maik A wullmg 
ear 

We lent him \\ho, but hung to 
heal 

The rapt orition flowing flee 

Fiom point to point, with powei and 
grace 

And music in the bounds of law, 

To those conclusions when we saw 
The God within him light his face, 
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And seem to lift the foim, 'incT glow 
In azure orbits hea\ enly w i^c , 

And over those etlieieal e}ts 
The bar of Michael Angelo 

LXXXVIII 

^Ylld biid, whose warble, liquid sweet, 
Rings Eden thro’ the budded quicks, 

0 tell me where the senses mix, 

O tell me where the passions meet, 

'Whence radiate fieice extremes employ 
Thy spnits in the daikening leaf, 

And in the midmobt heirt of grief 
Thy passion clasps a seciet joy 

And I — my harp would prelude woe — 

1 cannot all command the strings , 
The gloiy of the sum of things 

Will flash along the choids and go 

Lxxxrx 

Witch elms that countei change the floor 
Of this flat lawn with dusk and 
blight , i 

And tliou, with all thy bieadth and 
hught 

Of foliage, toweling sycamore , 

How often, hithei wandering down, 

hfy Arthur found your shadows fair, 
And shook to all the libeial an 
1 he dust and dm and steam of town 

He bi ought an -eye for a”»he saw , 

He mixt in all oui simple spoits , 
They pleased him, fresh from brawl 
mg couits 

And dusty puilieus of the law 

O joy to him m this ictreat, 

Imniantled in ambiosial dark, 

To dunk the coolei an, and mark 
Ihe landscape winking thro’ the heat 

O sound to rout the biood of cares, 

The sweep of scythe m morning 
dtws 

The inibt that round the garden flew, 
And tumbled half the mellowing peais ’ 


0 bliss, when pH in ciicle dravm 

About him, heait and eai were fed 
To heal him, as he lay and lead 
The Tuscan poets on the lawn 

01 m the all golden afternoon 

A guest, or happy sister, sung, 

Or heie she bi ought the haip and 
flung 

A ballad to the hughtening moon 

Noi less it pleaded in livelier moods, 
Beyond the bounding hill to stiay, 
And bleak the lifelong summei day 
With banquet in the distant woods 

Whereat we glanced from Jieme to 
theme, 

Discuss’d the hooks to love or hate, 
Or touch’d the changes of the state, 
Or threaded some Sociatic dieam , 

But if I piaised the busy town. 

He loved to rail against it still, 

Foi ‘giound in yonder social mill 
We lub each other’s angles dov n, 

‘And merge’ he said ‘in foim and 
gloss 

The picturesque of man and man ’ 
We talk’d the stieam beneath us 
lan, 

The wine flask Ivuig couch’d in moss, 

Or cool’d within the glooming wave , 
And last, leturning fiom afar, 

Before the ciimson ended star 
Had fall’n into her fathei’s grave, 

And blushing ankle deep in flowers, 

We heard behind the woodbine veil 
The milk that bubbled in the pail, 
And buzzings of the honied houis 

xc 

He tasted love with half Ins mind, 

Nor evei dranl the inviolate sprmg 
Wheie nighcst heaven, who fust 
could fling 

This bitter seed among mankind , 
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That could the dead, \^hose dying eyes 
Weie closed with wail, resume then 
life, 

They would but find in child and wife 
An non welcome when they use 

^Twas w ell, indeed, when waiin with wine 
To pledge them with a kindly teai, 
To talk them o’ei, to wish them here, 
To count then memoiies half di\ine , 

But if they came who past away, 

Behold then biidcs in other hands 
I he hard heir strides about then 
lands. 

And will not yield them foi a day 

\ ea, tho’ then sons were none of these, 
Not less the yet loved sue would 
make 

Confusion woise than death, and 
shake 

The pillars of domestic peace 

Ah dear, but come thou back to me 

Whatever change the yens have 
wrought, 

I find not yet one lonely thought 
That cues against my wish foi thee 

\CI 

When losy plumelets tuft the laich, 

And rarely pipes the mounted thiush , 
Oi undeincath the bairen bush 
Flits by the sea blue bjid of IMxich , 

Come, weai the form by which I know 
Thy spirit m time among thy peeis. 
The hope of unaccomphsh’d yeais 
Be laige and lucid lound thy blow 

When summer’s hourly mellowing change 
May breathe, with many loscs sweet. 
Upon the thousand waves of wheat, 
That iipple round the lonely giangc , 

Come not in watches of the night, 

But where the sunbeam bioodetli 
warm, 

Come, beauteous in thine aftei foim, 
And like a finei light m light 


\rii 

If my vision should leveal 

1 hy likeness, I might count it vam 
As but the cankei of the biain , 
Yea, tho’ it spake and made appeal 

To chances vvheie oiu lots weie cast 
TogeLhei in the da)s behind, 

I might but Sly, I heai a wind 
Of memoiy muimuuiig the past. 

Yea, tho’ it spake and bared to view 
A fact w ithm the coming year , 

And tho’ the months, revolving near, 
Should prove the phantom warning tiiie, 

They might not seem thy piophecies, 

But spiiitual piesentiments, 

And such lefi action of events 
As often uses eie they use 

\CIII 

T shall not see thee D'^re I say 
No spiut evci biake the band 
lhat stays him fiom the native land 
Whcie lust lie walk’d when chspt in claj ? 

No V isual shade of some one lost, 

But he, the Spint himself, may come 
Where ill the neive of sense is 
numl) , 

Spint to Spnit, Chost to Ghost 

O, thcrefoic fioni thy sightless lange 
With god'^ in uneonjectuied bliss, 

O, from tlie distance of the abvs:, 

Of tenfold complicated change. 

Descend, and touch, and entci , hear 
The wish too stioii*^ for woicls to 
name , 

That in this blindness of the frame 
My Ghost may feel that thine is ncii 

xciv 

How puic at heait and sound m head, 
With what divine affections hold 
Should be the man whose thought 
w ould hold 

An houi’s communion with the dead 
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In vain shalt thou, oi any, call 

The spirits fiom their golden day, 
Except, like them, thou too canst say, 
My spnit IS at peace with all 

They haunt the silence of the breast, 
Imaginations calm and fair, 

The memory like a cloudless an , 

The conscience as a sea at rest 

But when the heait is full of din, 

And doubt beside the portal waits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 

And hen the household jar within 

xci 

By night we linger’d on the lawn, 

Foi underfoot the herb w^as diy , 

And genial warmth , and o’er the sky 
Ihe silvei} haze of summer drawn, 

And calm that let the tapers bum 

Unwavering not a cricket chiir’d 
The biook alone far off was heaid. 
And on the boaid the fluttering urn 

And bats went lound in flagrant skies, 
And wheel’d oi lit the filmy shapes 
lhat haunt the dusk, with eimine 
capes 

And woolly breasts and beaded eyes , 

While now we sang old songs that peal’d 
Fiom knoll to knoll, where, couch’d 
at ease, 

The white kine gli-^er’d, and the 
trees 

Laid their dark arms about the field 

But w^hen those others, one by one, 

Withdiew themselves flom me and 
night. 

And m the house light aftei light 
Went out, and I was all alone, 

A hunger seized mv heart , I read 

Of that glad yeai which once had 
been, 

In those fall’n leaves which kept 
their green. 

The noble letteis of the dead 


And strangely on the silence broke 

The silent speaking words, and 
strange 

Was love’s dumb cry defying change 
To test his worth , and strangely spoke 

The faith, the vigour, bold to dwell 

On d oubts that dri\ e the coward back, 
And keen thio’ wordy snares to track 
Suggestion to her inmost cell 

So word by word, and line by line, 

The dead man touch’d me from the 
past. 

And all at once it seem’d at last 
The living soul was flash’d on mine, 

And mine in this was wound, and whirl’d 
About empyreal heights of thought, 
And came on that which is, and 
caught 

The deep pulsations of the world, 

-Eonian music measuring out 

The steps of Time — the shocks of 
Chance — 

The blows of Death At length 
my tiance 

Was cancell’d, stricken thro’ with doubt 

Vague words • but ah, how haid to flame 
In matter moulded foims of speech, 
Oi ev’n for intellect to reach 
Thro’ memoiy that which I became 

Till now the doubtful dusk reveal’d 

The knolls once more wheie, couch’d 
at ease. 

The white 1 xne glimmer’d, and the 
tiees 

Laid then daik aims about the field 

And suck’d from out the distant gloom 
A breeze began to tremble o’er 
The laige leaves of the sycamore. 
And fluctuate all the still perfume, 

And gatheiing fleshlier overhead. 

Rock’d the full foliaged elms, and 
swung 

The heavy folded rose, and flung 
The lilies to and flo, and said 
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‘ The dawn, the dawn,’ and died awa) , 
And East and West, without ' 
bxeath, 

Mixt then dim lights, like life and 
death, 

To bioaden into boundless day 


You say, but with no touch of scoin, 
Sweet -hearted, you, whose light 
blue eyes 

Aie tender over drowning flie , 

You ttll me, doubt is Devil bom 

I know not one indeed I knew 

In many a subtle question versed. 
Who touch’d a j irnng lyie at first, 
But ever strove to make it true 

Peiplext m faith, but pme in deeds, 

At last he beat his music out 
Tlieie lives more faith in honest 
doubt, 

Belie\e me, than m half the cieeds 

He fought his doubts and gather’d 
stiength, 

He would not mike his judgment 
hhnd, 

He ficecl the speetres of the mind 
And laid them thus lie came it length 

1 0 find a slionger faith his ovm , 

And Powei w is with him in the 
night, 

\\hich makes the darkness and the 

kgkt, 

And dwells not in the light alone. 

But m the daikness and the cloud. 

As o\ er binai’s peaks of old, 

While Israel made theii gods of 
gold, 

Altho’ the tiumpet blew so loud 
XC\1I 

My io\e has talk’d with rocks and ticcs. 
He finds on misty mountain giound 
His own last shadow gloiy ciown’d , 
He sees himself in all he sees 


Two paitneis of amaiiied life — 

I look’d on these and thought of thee 
In vastness and m mystery, 

And of my spirit as of a wife 

These two — they dwelt with eye on eje, 
Thtir herrts of old have beat m 
tune, 

Then meetings made Decembei J une 
Their eveiy paiting was to die 

Then love has never past away , 

The days she never can forget 
Are earnest that he loves her yet, 
Whate’ei the faithless people say 

Her life is lone, he sits apart, 

He loves hei yet, she will not weep, 
1 ho’ rapt in matters dark and deep 
He seems to slight hex simple lieait 

He thuds the labyimth of the mind. 

He reads the secret of the star, 

He seems so neai and yet so far, 

He looks so cold she thinks him kind 

She keeps the gift of v ears before, 

A withei’d violet is her bliss 
She know s not wh it his gi tatness is, 
I^or that, for all, she loves him more 

hoi him she plays, to him she sings 
Of tail) faith and plighted vows , 
She knows but matters of thi housi , 
And he, he knows a thousand things 

Her filth is fix^ancl cannot move, 

She daikly feels him great and wise, 
She dwells on him with faithful eyes, 
* I cinnot undei stand I love ’ 

\CVII1 

You leave us you w ill see the Rhine, 
And those fan hills I s ul’d below, 
When I wns theie w ith him , and go 
By summei belts of wheat and vine 

lo where he breathed his latest bieath, 

1 hat City All her splendour seems 
No livelier than the vas]-) that gleams 
On I ethe in the C)es of Dcitli 
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Let her gre'it Danube i oiling fair 

Enwind hei isles, unmaik’d of me 
I have not seen, I will not see^ 
Vienna , rather dieara that there, 

A treble darkness, Evil haunts 

The biith, the bridal , fiiend from 
fiiend 

Is oftener parted, fathers bend 
Above more giaves, a thousand wants 

Gnarr at the heels of men, and piey 

By each cold health, and sadness 
flings 

Her shadow on the blaze of kings 
And yet myself ha\e heaid him say. 

That not m any mother town 

With stateliei progress to and fro 
Ihe double tides of chiiiots flow 
By park and suburb under brown 

Of lustier leaves , nor more content, 

He told me, lues in any cioi\d. 
When all is gay with lamjis, and 
loud 

With spoit and song, m booth and tent, 

Impeiial halls, or open plain , 

And wheels the ended dance, and 
bleaks 

The locket molten into flakes 
Of crimson or m emeiald ram 

xcix ^ 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again, 

So loud with voices of the birds. 

So thick with lowings of the herds. 
Day, when I lost the flower of men , 

Who trembles! thro’ thy darkling red 
On yon swoll’n biook that bubbles 
fast 

By meadows breathing of the past, 
And woodlands holy to the dead , 

V ho murmurest in the foliaged eaves 
A song that slights the coming care, 
And Autumn laying here and there 
A fiery fingei on the leaves , 




Who wakenest with thy balmy breath 
To mynads on the genial eaith, 
Memones of ondal, oi ofbiith. 

And unto myriads more, of death 

0 wheresoevei those in?y be. 

Betwixt the slumber of the poles. 

To day they count askindied souls, 
They know me not^ but mouin with me 

c 

1 climb the hill from end to end 

Of all the landscape underneath, 

I find no place that does not biealhe 
Some gracious memory of my friend , 

No gray old grange, or lonely fold, 

Oi low morass and whispering 
reed, 

Or simple stile from mead to mead, 
Oi sheepwalk up the windy wold , 

Nor hoaiy knoll of ash and haw 

That heais the latest linnet tull, 

Nor quairy trench’d along the hill 
And haunted by the wrangling daw , 

Nor runlet tinkling fiom the rock , 

Noi pastoral iivulet that swerves 
To leftcand right thro’ meadow^y 
cuives. 

That feed the mothers of the flock , 

But each has pleased a kindred eye, 

And each lefiects a kindhei day , 
And, leaving these, to pass awa>, 

I thmk once moie he seems to die 

ci 

Unwatch’d, the garden hough shall swa}, 
The tendei blossom flutter down, 
Unloved, that beech will gathei 
blown, 

This maple bum itself away , 

Unloved, the sun flower, shining fan, 
Ray lound with flames hei disk of 
seed, 

And many a rose cai nation feed 
With summer spice the humming air , 
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Unloved, by miny a sandy bai, 

The brook shall babble down the 
plain, 

At noon oi when the lessei wain 
Is twisting lound the polai stai , 

Uncared for, giid the windy gio\e, 

And flood the haunts of hem and 
crake , 

Or into sihei airows bieak 
The sailing moon in cieek and co\c , 

Till fiom the garden and the wild 
A ficsh association blow. 

And yeai by year the landscape 
glow 

Familial to the stranger’s child , 

As year by }eai the labouiei tills 

His wonted glebe, oi lops the glades , 
And > ear by yeai oui memoiy fades 
From all the ciicle of the hills 

cil 

We lea\ e the well beloved place 

Wheie fiist we ga^cd upon the sky , 
The roofs, that heard our earliest 
cr>, 

Will shekel one of stiangei lace 
a 

We go, hut cic we go fiom home, 

As down the gaiden walks I more, 
Iwo spiiits of a diverse love 
Contend for loving niastordom 

One whispeis, * Here thy boyhood sung 
Long since its matin song, and 
heard 

The low love-language of the bud 
In native hazels tassel hung ’ 

The other answers, ‘ Yea, but here 

Thy feet have stray’d in aftei houis 
With thy lost friend among the 
bowel s, 

And this hath made them trebly deai ’ 

These two have striven half the day, 

And each piefers his scpaiate claim, 
Pool xavals m a losing game. 

That will not yield each other way 


I turn to go m) feet aie set 

To leave the pleasant fields and 
, farms , 

They mi\ in one another’s aims 
To one pure image of legiet 

cm 

On that last night before we w ent 

Fiona out the doois wheie I was bied, 
I di earn’d a vision of the dead, 
Which left my aftei mom content 

Methought I dwelt within a hall, 

And maidens with me distant hills 
Fiom hidden summits fed with nils 
A river sliding by the wall 

The hall with haip and carol rang 

They sang of w hat is w ise and good 
And gi aceful In the centre stood 
A statue veil’d, to which the} sang, 

Vnd which, tho’ veil d, w is known to me, 
The shape of him I loved, and love 
P or cv er then flew in a dov e 
And bi ought a summons fiom the sea 

Vnd when the} leaint that I must go 
Ihe} wept and w ul d, but ltd the 

WV} 

To wheie a Iittk sliillop lay 
A.t anehor in the flood below , 

And on by many a level mead, 

And shadi^ing bluff that made the 
banks, 

Wc glided winding under lanks 
Of uis, and the golden reed , 

And still as vastei grew the shoic 

And loll’d the floods in grandei 
space. 

The maidens gathci d strength and 
grace 

And piesence, lordliei than befoie 

And I na}self, who sat apa*t 

And watch’d them, wa\d in eveiy 
limb , 

I felt the thews of Anakim, 
ihe pulses of a litan’s heaiL , 
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As one would siii" the death of wai, 

And one would chant the history 
Of that gieat race, which is to be, 
And one the shaping of a stai , 

Until the forward creeping tides 

Began to foam, and we to draw 
Fiom deep to deep, to where we saw 
A great ship lift her shining sides 

The man we loved was theie on deck, 

But thiice as large as man he bent 
To greet us Up the side I went. 
And fell in silence on his neck 

Wheieat those maidens with one mind 
Bewail’d their lot , I did them wrong 
‘We seived thee heie,’ they said, 

‘ so long, 

And wilt thou leave us now behind^’ 

So lapt I was, they could not win 
An answ er from my lips, but he 
Replying, ‘ Enter likewise ye 
And go with us ’ they enter’d in 

And while the wind began to sweep 
A music out of sheet and shroud, 
We steel’d hei toward acumsoncloud 
lhat landlike slept along the deep 

cn 

The tune draws neai the birth of Christ, 
The moon is hid, the night is still , 
A single chuich below' the hill 
Is pealing, folded in the imst 

A single peal of bells below, 

That w akens at this hour of rest 
A single muimur m the bieast. 

That these are not the bells I know 

Like strangers’ voices heic they sound, 
In lands wheie not a memoiy stiays, 
Noi landmark breathes of other dajs, 
But all is new unhallow’d giound 

cv 

lo night ungather’d let us lea\e 
This huiel, let this holly stand 
We live within the sti anger’s land. 
And str'^ngely falls our Chiistmas-e\e 
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Our father’s dust is left alone 

And silent under other snows 
There in due time the woodbine 
blows, 

The violet comes, but we are gone 

No more shall waywaid giief abuse 

The genial hour with mask and 
mime, 

Foi change of place, like growth of 
time, 

Has bioke the bond of dying use 

Let caies that petty shadows cast, 

By which our lives are chiefly 
proved, 

A little spaie the night I loved. 

And hold it solemn to the past 

But let no footstep beat the floor. 

Nor bowl of wassail mantle waim , 
Foi who would keep an ancient form 
Thro’ which the spnit breathes no niore^ 

Be neither song, nor game, noi feast , 
Nor haip be touch’d, nor flute be 
blown , 

No dance, no motion, save alone 
What lightens m the lucid east 

Of nsing world? by yonder wood 

Long sleeps tlie summei in the seed , 
Run out your measuied arcs, and 
lead 

The closing cycle rich m good 

cvi 

Ring out, w lid bells, lo the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light 
The year is dying in the night , 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die 

Ring out the old, img in the new, 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow 
The yeai is going, let him go , 
Ring out the false, ring m the true 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
Foi those that heie we see no moit 
Ring out the feud of iich and pooi 
Ring m redress to all mankind 
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Ring out a si owl} d} ing cause, 

And ancient foims of paity stiife , 
Ring m the nobler modes of life, 
With sweetei manneis, purei laws 

Ring out the vianl, the caie, the sin, 
Ihe faithless coldness of the , 
Ring out, line out my mournful 
rhymes, 

But img the fuller minstiel in 

Ring out false piide m place and blood, 
The CIVIC shndei and the spile , 
Ring in the lo\e of tiuth and light, 
Ring in the common love of good 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease , 

Ring out the miio\\ing lust of gold , 
Ring out the thousand w ais of old, 
Ring in the thousand yeais of peace 

Ring in the \aliant man and fiec, 

Ihe larger heait, the kindlier hind , 
Ring out the darkness of the land, 
Ring in the Chiist that is to be 

c\ TI 

It IS the day when he was boin 
A bittei da> that eail) sank 
Behind a pin pie fiosty bank 
Of \apoui, leaving night foiloin 

The time admits not floweis oi leaves 
To deck the banquet h lercely flies 
The blast of Noith and F ist, and ice 
hlakes daggcis at the slnipen’d eaves, 

And bustles all the brakes and thonis 
To yon haid descent, as she hangs 
Above the wood which glides and 
clangs 

Its leafless ubs and iron horns 

Togethei, in the drifts that pass 
To daikcn on the lolling bnne 
That bleaks the coast But feten 
the wine, 

Anange the boaid and bum the glas^ , 

Bring in gieat logs and let them he, 
lo make a solid coie of heat , 

Be cheeiful minded, talk and tieat 
Of all things ev’n as he were by , 


Wc keep the day ^Ylth festal cheei, 
With books and music, suiely we 
Will dunk to him, whate’er he be, 
And: sing the songs he loved to heai 

CV TIT 

I will not shut me fioin n v kir h 
And, lest I stiffen into stone 
I will not eat my heart alone, 

Noi feed with sighs a passing winrl 

\\ hat profit lies in baiien f ath, 

And V acant } earning, Iho’ with might 
J o scale the heaven’s highest height, 
Oi dive below the wells of Death ^ 

What find I in the highest place, 

But mine own phantom chanting 
hymns ? 

And on the depths of death theie 
swims 

The iefle\ of a human face 

ril lather take v\hat fiiiU may be 
Of soiiow under human skies 
’I IS h(ld that souovv makes us 
w ise, 

^^hate\el wisdom sleep with thee 

ti\ 

Heart aflluence m duciiisive talk 

hiom household fount iin-. nevei 
di} , 

ihe eiitie deal ness of an eye, 

That saw tlii^ vll the Muses’ w ilk , 

Sciaphic intellect and foicc 

To sci/c inel thiow the doubts of 
man , 

Impassion’d logic, which outian 
The heaici m Us fiei) couise , 

High natuie amoious of the good, 

But touch’d with no ascetic gloom , 
And passion puic in snowy bloom 
lino’ all the yens of Apiil blood , 

A love of fieedom rnely felt, 

Of ficedom m liei legil sell 
Of England , not the schoolboy he it, 
The blind hysteiics of the Celt , 
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And manhood fused with female grace 
In such a sort, the child would t\^me 
A trustful hand, unask’d, in thine, 
And find hib comfort in thy face , 

All these have been, and thee mine eyes 
Have look’d on if they look’d in 
vain, 

My shime is greater who remain, 
Nor let thy wisdom make me wise 

cx 

Thy converse diew us with delight, 

The men of rathe and iiper years 
The feeble soul, a haunt of fears. 
Forgot his weakness in thy sight 

On thee the loyal heaited hung 

The proud was half disarm’d of 
pride. 

Nor cared the serpent at thy side 
To flicker with his double tongue 

The stern weie mild when thou wert by, 
The flippant put himself to school 
And heaid thee, and the brazen fool 
Was soften’d, and he knew not why , 

While I, thy neaiest, sat apait, 

And felt thy tiiumph was as mine , 
And lo\ed them moie, that they 
weie thine. 

The gi aceful tact, the Chiistian art , 

Nor mine the sweetness oi^he skill. 

But mine the love that will not tiie. 
And, bciin of love, the vague desire 
That spuis an imitative will 

CXI 

The churl in spiiit, up or down 

Along the scale of raiks, thro’ all, 
To him who giasps a golden ball, 
By blood a king, ai heait a clown , 

The chuil in spiiit, howe’ei he veil 

Ills want in forais for fashion’s 
sake, 

Will let his coltish nature break 
At seasons thro’ the gilded pale 
II 


iSS 


For who can always act^ but he. 

To whom a thousand memories call, 
Not being less but moie than all 
The gentleness he seem’d to be, 

Best seem’d the thing he was, and join’d 
Each ofhee of the social hour 
To noble manners, as the flowei 
And native growth of noble mind , 

Nor evei nariowness or spite, 

Oi villain fancy fleeting by, 

Drew in the expiession of an eje. 
Where God and Nature met in light , 

And thus he boie without abuse 

The gland old name of gentleman, 
Defamed by eveiy charlatan, 

And soil’d with all ignoble use 

CXII 

High wnsdom holds my wisdom less. 

That I, who gaze with tempeiate 
eyes 

On glonous insufficiencies. 

Set hght by nai rower perfectness 

But thou, that fillcst all the room 
Of all my love, ait leason why 
I seem to sast a careless eye 
On souls, the lesser lords of doom 

For what wert thou? some novel power 
Sprang up for ever at a touch. 

And hope could nevei hope too 
much. 

In watching thee from houi to houi, 

Large elements in older brought, 

And tiacts of calm fiom tempest 
made. 

And woild wide fluctuation sway’d 
In vassal tides that follow’d thought 

CXIII 

’Tis held that sorrow makes us wise , 

Yet how much wisdom sleeps with 
thee 

Which not alone had guided me, 
But seivcd the seasons that may use , 

I 
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For cnn I doubt, who knew thee keen 
In intellect, with foice 'ind skdl 
To stiive, to fishion, to fulfil — 

I doubt not what thou wouldst have been 

A life in CIVIC action waim, 

A soul on highest mission sent, 

A potent voice of railiament, 

A pillar steadfast in the stoim, 

Should licensed boldness gathei foice. 
Becoming, when the lime has biith, 
A lever to uplift the eaith 
And loll It m anothci couise, 

With thousand shocks that come and go, 
With agonies, with cnergie”, 

With oveithiowings, and with cues, 
And undulations to and fio 

c\iv 

Who loves not Knowledge? Who shall 
rail 

Against hei beauty? May ^he mi’^ 
With men and piospei ’ ho shall 
fi\ 

Her pillars ? Let hei woik pic\ail 

But on hei foiehead sits a fiie 

She sets hei foiwaid eountcnance 
And leaps into the hituie chance, 
Submitting all things to desiic 

Half grown as yet, a child, and vain— 
She cannot hght the fe u of death 
What IS she, cut fiom lo\ e and faith, 
But some wild Pallas from the biain 

Of Demons ? fiery hot to burst 

All bariieis in hei onwaid lacc 
For power I et her know hei place , 
She IS the second, not the fust 

A higher hand must make her mild, 

If all be not 111 vain , and guide 
Hei footsteps, moving side by side 
With wisdom, like the joungei child 

Foi she IS eaithly of the mind, 

But Wisdom heavenly of the soul 
O, fuend, who earnest to thy goal 
So eaily, leaving me behind. 


I v^ould the gieat woild giew like thee, 
Who giewest not alone in power 
And knowdedge, but by year and 
houi 

In leverence and m chanty 
c\v 

Now fades the last long stieak of snow, 
Now buigeons eveiy maze of quick 
About the floweiing squares, and 
thick 

By ashen loots the violets blow" 

Now lings the woodland loud and long, 
The distance takes a lovelier hue, 
Anci di own’d in yondei living blue 

The laik becomes a sightless song 

Now dance the lights on lawn and lea, 
Ihe flocks are whitei down the vale, 
And milkier eveiy milky sail 

On winding stieam oi distant sea , 

Av^heie now the seamew pipes, 01 div"es 
In }ondei giccnmg gleam, and fly 
The happy buds, that change then 
sky 

To build and biood , that live their lives 

Fioin land to land , and in my bieast 
Spiing wakens too , and my regret 
Becomes an Apiil violet, 

Ard buds and blossoms like the lest 

c\v I 

Is it, then, legiet foi buiied time 

lhal kcenlici m sweet Apiil wakes, 
And meets the ycai, and gives and 
lakes 

fne colouis of the ciesccnt piime ? 

Not all the songs, the staring an, 

1 he life le oiieiit out of dust, 

Cl y lino’ the sense to hearten trust 

In Ih'^t which made the world so fan 

Not all icgict the face will shine 
Upon me, while I muse alone , 

And that deai voice, 1 once have 
knowm, 

Still speak to me of me and mine 
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Yet less of sorrow li\es in me 

Foi days of happy commune dead , 
Less yearning foi the friendship 
fled, 

Than some strong bond which is to be 
CXVII 

O days and hours, your work is this 
To hold me fiom my proper place, 
A little while from his embiace. 

For fuller gam of after bliss 

That out of distance might ensue 

Desire of nearness doubly sweet , 
And unto meeting when we meet, 
Delight a hundredfold accrue. 

For every gram of sand that runs, 

And every span of shade that 
steals. 

And every kiss of toothed wheels, 
And all the courses of the suns 

cxviii 

Contemplate all this woik of Time, 

The giant labounng in his youth , 
Nor dream of human love and truth, 
As dying Nature’s eaith and lime , 

But tiust that those we call the dead 
Aie breathers of an ampler day 
For ever noblei ends They say. 
The solid eaith wheieon we tread 

In tracts of fluent heat beg^n, 

And grew to seeming landom foi ms, 
The seeming prey of cyclic stoims, 
Till at the last aiose the man , 

Who throve and blanch’d fiom clime to 
clime, 

The heiald of a highei race, 

And of himself in highei place, 

If so he type this woik of time 

Within himself, fiom more to more , 

Oi, Clown’d with attributes of woe 
Like glories, move his couise, and 
show 

That life is not as idle oxe, 


But iron dug fiom central gloom, 

And heated hot with burning fears, 
An3 dipt in baths of hissing tears. 
And batter’d with the shocks of doom 

To shape and use Arise and fly 

The reeling Faun, the sensual feast , 
Move upwaid, working out the beast, 
And let the ape and tiger die 

cux 

Doois, wheie my heart was used to heat 
So quickly, not as one that weeps 
I come once more , the city sleeps , 
I smell the meadow m the stieet , 

I heai a chiip of birds , I see 

Betwixt the black fronts long with 
diawn 

A light-blue lane of early dawn, 

And think of early days and thee. 

And bless thee, foi thy lips aie bland, 
And bright the friendship of thine 
eye, 

And m my thoughts w ith scarce a sigh 
I take the piessuie of thme hand 

cxx 

I trust I have nbt wasted breath 

I think w’-e aie not wholly brain, 
Magnetic mockeiies , not in vain. 
Like Paul with beasts, I fought with 
Death , 

Not only cunning casts in clay 

Let Science prove we are, and then 
What matteis Science unto men, 

At least to me ? I would not stay 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 

Heieafter, up fiom childhood shape 
His action like the greater ape, 

But I was bot n to othei things 

CXXI 

Sad Hesper o’er the buried sun 

And ready, thou, to die with him, 
Thou watchest all things ever dim 
And dimmer, and a glory done 
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The team is loosen’d fiom the wain, 

The boat is dia\\n upon the shore , 
Thou listenest to the closing door, 

And life is darken’d in the brain 

Blight Phosphoi, fieshei foi the night, 

By thee the woild’s great woik is 
heard 

Beginnmg, and the w akeful bird , 

Behind thee comes the gica+er light 

The market boat is on the stream, 

And voices hail li fiom the brink , 
Thou heai st the village hammer 
clink, 

And see’sl the mo\ mg of the team 

Svveet ITesper Phosphor, double naiuc 
Foi vhat IS one, the fiibt, the last, 
Thou, like my present and my 
past. 

Thy place is changed, thou art the 
same 

C\XIT 

Oh, wast thou ^\lth me, deaiest, then. 
While I rose up against my doom, 
And > earn’d to burst the folded 
gloom. 

To bare the eternal Ilcaicns again, 

To feel once more, in placid awe, 

The stiong imigimtion roll 
A spheie of stais about my soul, 

In all her motion one with lav' , 

If thou weit with me, and the giave 
Di\ide us not, be with me now, 
And entei m at breast and brow, 

Till all my blood, a fuller a\ave, 

Be quicken’d with a livelier bieath, 

And like an inconsiderate boy, 

As m the foimei flash of joy, 

I slip the thoughts of life and death , 

And all the bieeze of Frncy blows, 

And e\ei*y dew diop paints a bow, 
The wizaid lightnings deeply glow, 

And eveiy thought bieaks out a rose 


cxxiir 

Theie rolls the deep w'here grew the tree 
O earth, what changes hast thou 
seen ’ 

Theie whcie the long sheet roais, 
hath been 

The stillness of the central sea 

The hills are shadows, and they flow 
From form to form, and nothing 
stands , 

The> melt like mist, the solid lands. 
Like clouds they shape themselves and 
go 

But in my spiiit will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it 
true , 

For tho’my lips maybieathe adieu, 

T cannot think the thing farewell 

cxxiv 

That w^hich we daie invoke to bless , 

Oiii dearest faith, our ghastliest 
doubt , 

He, Thc>, One, All, within, with 
out. 

The Power in darkness whom we guess , 

I found Him not in world or sun, 

Or eagle’s wing, or insect’s ej c , 
Nor thro’ the questions men may 
try, 

The pctt> cqJiw ebs w e ha\ e spun 

If e’er when faith had fall’n asleep, 

I heard a \oice ‘believe no more’ 
And heard an ever breaking shore 
That tumbled m the Godless deep , 

A warmth within the breast w^ould melt 
The freezing reason’s colder part, 
And like a man in wrath the heart 
Stood up and answer’d ‘ I have felt ’ 

No, like a child m doubt and fear 

But that blind clamour made me 
wise , 

Then w^as I as a child that cues, 
But, crying, know's his father near , 
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And what I am beheld again 

What IS, and no man understands , 
And out of daikness came the hands 
lhat leach thio’ natuie, moulding n>en 

cxxv 

Whatevei I have said or sung, 

Some bitter notes my harp would give, 
Yea, tho’ there often seem d to live 
A contradiction on the tongue, 

Yet Hope had never lost hei youth , 

She did but look thiough dimmer 
eyes , 

Oi Lo\ e but play’d with giacious lies, 
Because he felt so fix’d in truth 

And if the song weie full of care. 

He breathed the spirit of the song , 
And if the words weie sweet and 
strong 

lie set his 10 ^ al signet theie , 

Abiding with me till I sail 

1 o seek thee on the mystic deeps. 
And this electiic foice, that keeps 
A thousand pulses dancing, fail 

cxwi 

Love IS and was my Loid and King, 

And in his piesence I attend 
To hear the tidings of my friend. 
Winch eveiy hour his couneis bung 

Love IS and was my King and Loid, 

And will be, Iho’ as I keep 
Within his couit on caith, and sleep 
Encompass’d by his faithful guard, 

And hear at times a sentinel 

Who moves about from place to place, 
And whispers to the v orlds of space, 
In the deep night, that all is well 

cwvir 

And all is well, tho’ faith and form 
Be sundei’d m the night of fen , 
Well roais the stoim to those that 
hear 

A deeper \oice acioss the stoim, 


Proclaiming social tiuth shall spread, 

And justice, ev’n tho’ tin ice agam 
The led fool fuiy of the Seme 
Should pile her haiiicades w ith dead 

But ill foi him that wears a cioi^n, 

And him, the lazai, in. Ins rags 
They tiemble, the sustaiiniig crags 
The spues of ice are toppled down, 

And molten up, and loar in flood , 

The fortiess Clashes from on high, 
The biute earth lightens to the sky, 
And the gieat JS.on sinks in blood, 

And compass’d by the fiies of Hell , 
While thou, deal spiiit, happy star, 
O’eilook’st the tumult fiom afai, 
And smilest, knowing all is well 

cxx\ irr 

The love that lose on stionger wings, 
Unpalsied when he met with Death, 
Is comrade of the lesser faith 
That sees the couise of human things 

No doubt vast eddies in the flood 

Of onwaid time shall jet be made. 
And tlnoned laces may degrade , 
Yet 0 jc m> stales of good, 

Wild Houis that fly with Hope and Fear, 
If all joui office had to do 
Whth old lesults that look like new , 
If this were all your mission lieie, 

lo diaw, to sheathe a useless swoid. 

To fool the ciowd with gloiious 
lies, 

To cleave a creed in sects and cries, 
To change the bearing of a woid, 

lo shift an arbitiary powei, 

To ciamp the student at his desk, 
lo make old baicness picturesque 
And tuft with glass a feudal lowei , 

Why then my scoin might well descend 
On jou and ^ouis I see in part 
lhat all, as in some piece of ar% 
toil coopeiaiit to an end 
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Dear fnend, fai off, my lost desire, 

So fai, so neai in uoe and weal , 

0 lo\ed the most, when most I feel 
There is a lower and a higher , 

Known and unknown , human, divine , 
Sweet human hand and lips and eye , ; 
Dear heavenly friend that canst not 
die, 

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine , 

Stiange fiiend, past, present, and to be , 
Loved deeplier, darkliei undei stood , 
Behold, I dieam a dream of good. 
And mingle all the world with thee 

c\\\ 

Thy voice is on the rolling air , 

1 heir thee whcie the waters lun , 
Thou stindest in the rising sun. 

And in the setting thou ait fair 

What irt thou then ? I cannot guess , 
But tho’ I seem in star and flowei 
To feel thee some diffusive powei, 

I do not thciefore love thee less 

My love involves the love before , 

My love is vastei pission now , 

Iho’ mix’d with God and Nature 
thou, 

I seem to love thee moie and moie 

Fii off thou ait, but ever nigh , 

I hive thee still, ind I lejoice , 

I prosper, ended with thy voice , 

I shall not lose thee tho’ I die 

cwxi 

O living will that shalt endure 

When all that seems shall suffer 
, shock. 

Rise in the spiutual lock, 

Flow thio’ our deeds and make them pure, 

That we may lift fiom out of dust 
A voice as unto him that hens, 

A cry above the conquer’d years 
To one that with us works, and tiubt, 


With faith that comes of self control, 
The truths that never can be proved 
Until we close with all we loved, 
And. all we flow from, soul in soul 


O true and tried, so well and long, 
Demand not thou a mairiage lay , 

In that it is thy mariiage day 
Is music more than any song 

Nor have I felt so much of bliss 

Since fiist he told me that he loved 
A daughter of oui house , nor proved 
Since that daik day a day like this , 

Tho’ I since then have number’d o’ei 
Some thnee thiee years they went 
and came, 

Remade the blood and changed the 
frame, 

And yet is love not less, but more , 

No longer caring to embalm 

In dying songs a dead regret, 

But like a statue solid set, 

And moulded in colossal calm 

Regret IS dead, but love is more 

linn m the sunimeis that are flown, 
For I myself with these have grown 
To something greater than before , 

Which makes appear the songs I made 
As echoes out of wTaker times, 

As half but idle brawling rhymes, 
The spoil of i^ndom sun and shade 

But wheie is she, the biidal flowci, 

That must be made a wife eie noon ^ 
She enteis, glowing like the moon 
Of Eden on its biidal bower 

On me she bends her blissful eyes 

And then on thee , they meet thy look 
And brighten like the stai that shook 
Betwixt the palms of paiadise 

O when her life was yet in bud, 

He too foietold the perfect lose 
Foi thee she grew, foi thee she giows 
For ever, and as fair as good 
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And tliou ait worthy , full of powei , 

As gentle , liberal minded, gieat, 
Consistent , wearing all that weight 
Of learning lightly like a flow ei 

But now set out the noon is near, 

And I must give away the biide , 
She feais not, or with thee beside 
And me behind hei, will not feir 

For I that danced her on my knee, 

That watch’d hei on hei muse’s aim, 
That shielded allhci life fiom ham 
At last must pait with hei to thee , 

Now waiting to be made a wife, 

Ilei feet, my dailing, on the dead , 
1 heir pensive tablets lound hei head, 
And the most living words of life 

Bieathed in her eai The ring is on. 
The * wilt thou ’ answer’d, and again 
The ‘wilt thou’ ask’d, till out of 
twain 

Hei sweet *I will’ has made }oa one 

Now sign }our names, which shall be 
lead. 

Mute symbols of ajO}ful mom, 

By village e}cs as vet unborn , 

The names aie sign’d, and oveihcad 

Begins the clash and clang that tells 

Ihe joy to eveiy wandeiing biee^e, 
1 he blind wall rocks, and on the tiecs 
The dead leaf tiembles to the bells 

O happy houi, and happiti houis 

Await them Many a meii> face 
Salutes them — maidens of the place, 
That pelt us in the porch with floweis 

O happy houi, behold the bride 

\‘\hth him to whom hei hand I gave 
They leave the poich, they pass the 
giave 

That has to day its sunny side 

To day the giave is biight foi me, 

Por them the light of life incieased. 
Who stay to slnic the moinmg feast, 
Who lest to night beside the sea 


Let all my genial spirits adv ance 

To meet and greet a whitei sun , 

My drooping memory will not shun 
The foaming giape of eastern France 

It circles round, and fancy plays. 

And hearts are w'aiin’d and faces 
bloom, 

As dunking health to biide and 
groom 

We wish them stoie of happy da)S 

Nor count me all to blame if I 
Conjecture of a stiller guest, 

Pei chance, perchance, among the 
lest, 

And, tlio’ in silence, wishing joy 

But they must go, the time draws on, 
And those white- favour’d hoises 
wait , 

They use, but lingei , it is late , 
Farewell, vve kiss, and they are gone 

A shade falls on us like the dark 

Fiom little cloudlets on the glass, 
Buc sweeps away as out vve pass 
To range the woods, to loam the park. 

Discussing how their courtship grew, 

And talk of otheis that aie wed, 
And how^^she look’d, and what he 
said, 

And back we come at fall of dew 

Again the feast, the speech, the glee, 

The shade of passing thought, the 
v/ealth 

Of words and wit, the double health, 
The Clowning ciip, the three times-three, 

And la^t the dance , — till I letire 

Dumb lb that towei which spake so 
loud. 

And high m heaven the sti earning 
cloud, 

And on the downs a using file 

And use, 0 moon, fiom jonder down, 
lill ovei down and ovei dale 
All night the shining vapour sail 
Vnd pass the silent lighted town, 
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The white faced halL, the glancing nils, 
And catch at eveiy mountain head, 
And o’ei the fuths that branch and 
spiead 

Their sleeping silver thio’ the hills , 

And touch with shade the biidal doois, 
With tender gloom the loof, the 
wall, 

And breaking let the splendour fall 
To spangle all the hapjoy shores 

By which they lest, and ocean sounds. 
And, star and system rolling past, 

A soul shall draw fiom out the vast 
And stake his being into bounds, 

And, moved thro’ life of lower phase, 
Result m man, be boin and think, 
And act ?nd love, a closer link 
Betwixt us and the downing lacc 


Of those that, e>e to eye, shall look 
On knowledge , under whose com 
mand 

Is Eaith and Earth’s, and in their 
hand 

Is Natuie like an open book , 

No longei half akin to brute, 

Foi all we thought and loved and did, 
And hoped, and suffer’d, is but seed 
Of what m them is flower and fiuit , 

Wheieof the man, that with me trod 
This planet, was a noble type 
Appealing eie the times were ripe, 
That fiiend of mine who lives in God, 

lhat God, \vhich evei lives and loves. 
One God, one law, one element, 
And one fai off divine event, 

1 o which the whole creation moves 


MAUD, A MONODRAMA 

TART I 
I 

I 

I HATE the dieadful hollow behind the little wood, 

Its lips in the fiekV'^bove aie dabbled with blood led heath, 

The red iibb’d ledges diip with a silent honoi of blood, 

And Echo theie, whatever is isk’d her, answcis ‘Death ’ 

II 

Foi theic in the ghastly pit long since a body w astound, 

Ills who had gu eii me life — O father ’ O God ’ was it welP — 

Mangled, and flrttcn’cl, and crush’d, and dinted into the gionnd 
rircie yet lies the rock th^'t fell with him when he fdl 

III 

Did he fling himself down ^ who knows ^ foi a vast speculation had fail’d, 
And ever he mutter’d and madden’d, and ever wann’d with despair, 

And out he walk’d when the wind like a bioben woildlmg wail’d, 

And the fl}ing gold of the ruin’d woodlands drove thro’ the an 

IV 

I remember the time, for the roots of my hair weic stiii’d 

Bj- a shufiled step, by a dead weight trail’d, by a whisper’d flight, 

And my pulses closed then gates wath a shock on m> heait as I he rid 
The shrill edged shriek of a mother divide the shuddering night 
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V 

Villainy somewhere ’ whose ? One says, we aie villains all 
Not he his honest fame shouUl at least by me be maintained 
But that old man, now loid of the bioad estate and the Hall, 

Diopt off gorged fioin a scheme that had left us flaccid and diain’d 

VI 

Why do they pi ate of the blessings of Peace ^ we have made them a curse, 
Pickpockets, each hand lusting foi all that is not its own , 

And lust of gam, in the spirit of Cam, is it bettei 01 voise 
Than the heait of the citizen hissing in wai on his own heaithstone > 

VII 

But these aie the da>s of advance, the works of the men of mind, 

When who but a fool would have faith in a tradesman’s ware or Ins word? 
Is it peace 01 war ^ Civil war, as I think, and that of a kind 
The viler, as underhand, not openly bearing the swoid 

VIII 

Soorei 01 latei I too may passively take the print 

Of the golden age — why not ^ I have neither hope nor trust , 

Ma> make my heait as a millstone, set niy face as a flint, 

Cheat and be cheated, and die vdio knows? we aie ashes and dust 

i\ 

Peace sitting undei hci oiive, and slmiing the days gone by, 

When the poor arc hovell’d and hustled together, each sex, like swine, 
When only the ledger lives, and when only not all r ,n he , 

Peace m hei vineyard — ^yes ’ — but a company foigcs the wine 


And the vitriol madness flushes up in the ruffian’s head. 

Till the filthy by Ian-* 1 mgs to the yell of the trampled wife, 

And chalk and alum and piaster aie sold to the pool foi biead, 
And the spiiit of muider works in the veiy means of life, 

XI 

And Sleep must lie down arm’d, foi the villainous centre-bits 
Grind on the wakeful eai in the hush of the moonless nights, 
While another is cheating the sick of a few last gasps, as he sits 
To pestle a poison’d poison behind his crimson lights 

XII 

When a Mammomte mother kills her babe foi a bunal fee, 

And Timoui Mammon grins on a pile of childien’s bones. 

Is It peace or wai ^ better, wai ’ loud war by land and by sea, 
Wai with a thousand battles, and shaking a bundled tbiones 

II v 2 
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Xili 

>or I trust if T.11 enemy’s fleet came 3^onder lound by the hill, 

And the lushing battle bolt sang fiom the three deckei out of the foam, 

That the smooth faced snubnosed logue would leap fiom his countei and till, 
And strike, if he could, weie it but with his cheating yaidwand, home 

XIV 

AVhat ^ am I laging alone as my fathei laged in his mood ^ 

Must / too cieep to the hollow and dash mjself down and die 
Rather than hold by the law that I made, neveimoie to biood 
On a honoi of shatlci’d limbs and a wretched swindler’s lie^ 

w 

"Would theie be soiiow foi mt, ^ theie was love in the passionate shriek, 

Love for the silent thing that had made false haste to the gia\e — 

Wrapt in a cloik, as I saw him, and thought he would rise and speak 
And ia\e at the he and the liai, ah God, as he used to rave 

XVI 

[ am sick of the Hall and the hill, I am sick of the mooi and the main 
Why should I sta^ ^ can a swectei chance evei come to me here ^ 

O, haMng the nei\cs of motion is well as the neives of pain, 
cie it not wise if I fled fiom the place and the pit xnd the feai ^ 

WII 

Woikracn up at the Hall ’ — they aic coming back from abioad 
The daik old place will be gilt by the touch of a milhonaiie 
I have heaid, I know not \v hence, of the singulai beauty of Maud , 

I play’d with the giix when a child , she piomised then to he fan 

win 

hlaud with hci ^cntulous climbings ind tumbles and childish escapes, 

M lud the delight of the Milage, the iinging joy of the Hall, 

Maud with hci sweet puise mouth when my fathei ctanglcd the grapes, 

Maud the beloved of my inothei, the moon faced darling of all, — 

xi\ 

What IS she now ^ My dicams are bad She may bung me a cmsc 
No, thcic IS fittei game on the mooi , she will let me alone 
Thanks, for the fiend best knows w'hethei woman oi man be the woise 
I wall buiy myself in myself, and the Devil may pipe to his own 

11 

Long have I sigh’d for a calm God giant I may find it at last ’ 

It will nevci be bioken by Maud, she has ncithei savoui noi salt, 

Rut a cold and clcai cut face, as I found when hei c image past, 

Perfectly beautiful let it be granted hei whcie is the fault ^ 
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All that I saw (foi her eyes were downcast, not to he seen) 

Faultily faultless, icily regulai, splendidly null. 

Dead peifection, no moie , nothing moie, if it had not been 
For a chance of tiavel, a paleness, an horn’s defect of the lose, 

Oi an undeilip, you may call it a little too iipe, too full, 

Oi the least little delicate aquiline cui\e in a sensitive nose, 

From which I escaped heart fiee, with the least little touch of spleen 

III 

Cold and clear cut face, why come you so ciuelly meek, 

Bieaking a slumber m which all spleenful folly was di own’d, 

Pale with the golden beam of an e} elash dead on the cheek, 
Passionless, pale, cold face, stai sweet on a gloom profound , 
Womanlike, taking revenge too deep for a transient wrong 
Done but in thought to your beaut}, and evei as pale as before 
Glowing and fading and gi owing upon me without a sound. 
Luminous, gemlike, ghostlike, deathlike, half the night long 
Glowing and fading and gi owing, till I could beai it no moie, 

But aiose, and all by myself in my own daik garden giound, 
Listening now to the tide in its bioad flung shipwiecking loai, 

Now to the SCI earn of a madden’d beach diaggd down by the wave, 
Walk’d in a wintry wind by a ghastly glimmei, and found 
The shining daffodil dead, and Oiion lov in his gia\e 

IV 

I 

A million emeralds bieak fiom the luby budded lime 
In the little giovc wheie I sit — ah, wheiefoie cannot I be 
Like things of the season gay, like the bountiful ^^ason bland, 
When the fai olf sail is blown by the breeze of a softei clime, 
Half-lost m the liquid aziiie bloom of a ciescent of sea. 

The silent sapphire spangled maiiiage iing of the land 

II 

Below me, theie, is the village, and looks how quiet and small » 
And yet bubbles o’ei like a city, with gossip, scandal, and spite , 
And Jack on his ale house bench has as many lies as a Czar , 

And heie on the landwaid side, by a led lock, glimmeis the Hall , 
And up m the high Plall garden I see hei pass like ? light , 

But SOI low seize me if evei that light be my leading star ’ 

III 

When have I bow’d to her father, the wiinkled head of the race^ 

I met hei to day with hei biothei, but not to hei biothei I bow d 
I bow’d to his lady sistei as she lode by on the mooi , 

But the file of i foolish piide flash’d over hei benutiful face 
O child, you wiong your beiuly, believe it, in being so proud , 
Youi father has wealth well gotten, and I am nameless and pool 
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i\ 

I keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slandei and steal , 

I know it, and smile a haid set smile, like a stoic, oi like 
A wisei epicurean, and let the woild have its wa} 

Foi natuie is one with lapiiie, a haim no preachei can heal 

The IMayfly is torn by the swallow, the spaiiow speai’d by the shrike, 

And the whole little wood wheie I sit is a woild of plunder and piey 

We aie puppets, Man in his piide, and Beauty fan mhei flower , 

Do we move ouiselves, or are mo\ed by an unseen hand at a game 
That pushes us off fiom the boaid, and otheis ever succeed^ 

Ah yet, we cannot be kind to each other heie foi an houi , 

We whispei, and hint, and chuckle, and giin at a brothel’s shame , 
However we brave it out, we men are a httlc breed 

VI 

A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Master of Earth, 

For him did his high sun flame, and his river billowing ran, 

And he felt himself in his force to be Nature’s crowning lace 
As nine months go to the shaping an infant ripe for his birth, 

So many a million of ages have gone to the making of man 
He now is fiist, but is he the last ^ is he not too base ? 

VII 

The man of science himself is fonder of glory, and v am. 

An eye well-practised m nature, a spiiit bounded and poor , 

I he passionate hc^iit of the poet is whiiPd into folly and vice 
I would not marvel at cither, but keep a tempeiatc brain , 

For not to clcsiic oi admire, if a man could leain it, vveie moie 
Than to walk all d'ly like the sultan of old in a gaiden of spice 

\iil 

For the diift of the Maker is dark, an Isis hid by the veil 
Who knows the w^ays of the woild, how God will bring them about ? 
Oui planet is one, the suns are many, the w'orld is wide 
Shall I weep if a Poland fall ^ shall I shriek if a Hungary fail ^ 

Or an infant civilisation be luled with rod or with knout ^ 

/have not made the woild, and Pic that made it will guide 

i\ 

Be mine a philosophei’s life in the quiet woodland wajs, 

Where if I cannot be gay let a passionless peace be my lot, 

Far off fiom the clamour of liais belied in the hubbub of lies , 

From the long neck’d geese of the woild that aie evci hissing dispraise 
Because their natures aie little, and, whether he heed it or not, 

Where each man walks with his head in a cloud of poisonous flies 
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X 

And most of all would I flee fiom the cruel madness of love, 

The honey of poison flowers and all the measuieless ill 
Ah Maud, you milk white fawn, you are all unmeet for a wife 
Your mother is mute in hei grave as her image in maible above , 
Your father is e\ei in London, 3.0U wander about at your will , 
You have but fed on the loses and lam m the lilies of life 


V I 

I 

A voice by the cedar tree 
In the meadow undei the Hall ’ 

She is singing an air that is known to me, 
A passionate ballad gallant and gay, 

A martial song like a trumpet’s call ’ 
Singing alone in the moining of life, 

In the happy morning of life and of May, 
Singing of men that in battle array, 

Ready in heart and ready in hand, 

March with banner and bugle and fife 
To the death, for their native land 

II 

Maud with her exquisite face, 

And wild voice pealing up to the sunny 
sky. 

And feet like sunny gems on an English 
green, 

INIaud in the light of her youth and hei 
grace, 

Singing of Death, and of Honour that 
cannot die. 

Till I well could weep for a time so sordid 
and mean, 

And myself so languid and base 
in 

Silence, beautiful voice ’ 

Be still, for you only trouble the mind 
With a joy in which I cannot lejoice, 

A glory I shall not find 

Still * I will hear you no moie, 

Foi your sweetness haidly leaves me a 
choice 

But to move to the meadow and fall before 
Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore, 
Not hei, who is neither couitly nor kind, 
Not her, not her, but a voice 


VI 

I 

Morning arises stoimy and pale, 

No sun, but a wannish glare 
In fold upon fold of hueless cloud, 

And the budded peaks of the wood are 
bow’d 

Caught and cuff’d by the gale 
I had fancied it wmuld be fair 

II 

Whom but Maud should I meet 
Last night, when the sunset burn’d 
On the blossom’d gable-ends 
At the bead of the village street, 

Whom but Maud should I meet ? 

And she touch’d my hand with a smile 
so sweet, 

She made me divine amends 
Foi a courtesy not letuin’d 

' III 

And thus a delicate spaik 
Of glowing and gi owing light 
Thro’ the livelong hours of the dark 
Kept itself warm in the heart of my 
di earns, 

Ready to buist in a colour’d flame , 
lill at last when the morning came 
In a cloud, it faded, and seems 
But an ashen -gi ay delight 

IV 

Wliat if with her sunny hair, 

And smile as sunny as cold. 

She meant to weave me a snaie 
Of some coquettish deceit, 

Cleopatra like as of old 
To entangle me when we met, 
lo have her lion loll in a silken net 
And fawn at a victor’s feet 
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Ah, what shall I be at fifty 
Should Nature keep me alive, 

If I find the woild so bittei 
When I am but twent} fi\e> 

Yet, if she weie not a cheat, 

If INIaud weie all that she seem’d, 

And her smile were aU that I dream’d, ! 
Then the world \\cxq not so bHler | 

But a smile could make it sweet - 

j 

VI 

What if tho’ hci eye seem’d full 
Of a kind intent to me, 

What if that dindy despot, he, 

That jewcll’d mass of millinay, 

Ihat oil’d and cm I’d A&s 5 iian Bull 
Smelling of musk and uf insolence, 

Her brothei, fiom whom I keep aloof, 
Who wants the finei politic sense 
lo mask, tho’ but m his own behoof, 
With a glassy smile his biutal scorn — 
What if he had tohl hci )cstcrmom 
How prettily foi his ov n sweet sal e 
A face of tenderness might be feign’d, 

And a moist mnage in deseit eyes, 
lhat so, when the lottcn hiutings sh'kc 
In mother month to his bii-jen lies, 

A wretched \ote may be "ain’d 

vrr 

Foi a raven cvci cioaks, at my side, 

Keep w iteh and waid, keep watch and 
waul, 

Or thou wilt piove then tool 

Yea, too, myself fiom myself I ‘^uaid, 

Foi often a man’s own angiy pude 
Is cap and bells for a fool 

VIIT 

Perhaps the smile and tender tone 
Came out of her pitying womanhood, 

For am I not, am I not, heie alone 
So many a summer since she died, 

My mother, who was so gentle and 
good ^ 

Living alone in an empty house, 

Heie half hid in the gleaming wood. 
Where I hear the dead at midday mom, 


And the shucking lush of the wainscot 
mouse, 

And my own sad name in cornets cued, 
Yvhen the shivei of dancing leaves is 
thiown 

About its echoing chambers wide, 
fill a morbid hate and hoiror have 
grown 

Of a woild in which I have haidly mi\t, 
And a morbid eating lichen fixt 
On a heart half turn’d to stone 

IT 

0 heait of stone, aie 5 ou flesh, and caught 
By that you swore to withstand ^ 

Toi w^hat was it else within me wi ought 
But, I fear, the new strong wine of 
lo\e, 

Tint made my tongue so slammer and 
tup 

YTien I saw tlie tieasured splcndoui hei 
h tnd, 

Come sliding out of her sacred gloae, 
And the sunlight bioke fiom her lip ^ 

X 

1 ha\c plaj (1 with hn when a child , 
She lemeinbeis it now w'e meet 

Ah well, well, w'ell, I may be beguiled 
by some eo(|uettish deeeit 
\ et, if she weie nut i eheat, 

Jf Maud weie all that she seem’d, 

And hei smile had all that I dieam’d, 
then the wuild weie not so bittei 
But a smile cduld make it sweet 

VII 

j I 

Did I heai it half in a doze 

Long since, I know not where ^ 
Did T dicam it an lioui ago, 

When asleep in this aim chan ? 

II 

Men were dunking togcthei, 

Di inking and talking of me , 

* Well, if it piove a gnl, the boy 
Will have plenty so let it be ’ 
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Is It an echo of something 
Read with a boj delight, 

Viziers nodding togethei 
In some Arabian night ? 

IV 

Strange, that I hear two men, 
Some^\here, talking of me , 

‘Well, if it pio\e a giil, my boy 
Will ha\e plenty so let it be ’ 

VIII 

She came to the village chuich, 

And sat by a pillai alone , 

An angel w atchmg an urn 
Wept ovei hei, caived in stone , 

And once, but once, she lifted her 
eyes. 

And suddenly, sweetly, strangely blush’d 
To find they were met by niy own , 

And suddenly, S’weetly, my heart beat 
strongei 

And thickei, until I heaid no longei 
The snowy banded, dilettante, 

Delicate handed piiest intone , 

And thought, is it pnde, and mused and 
sigh’d 

* No surely, now it cannot be pnde ’ 

IX 

I was walking a mile, 

Moie than a mile fiom the shoie, 
The sun look’d out with a smile 
Betwixt the cloud and the mooi 
And riding at set of day 
Over the dark mooi land, 

Rapidly riding far away. 

She waved to me with her hand 
There were two at hei side, 
Something flash’d in the sun, 

Dow n by the hill I saw them nde, 
In a moment they were gone 
Like a sudden spaik 
Struck vainly m the night. 

Then returns the dark 
With no moie hope of light 
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I 

Sick, am I sick of a jealous diead"!* 

Was not one of the two at her side 
This new made lord, whose splendoui 
plucks 

The slavish hat from the villager’s head ^ 
Whose old giandfather has lately died, 
Gone to a blackei pit, for whom 
Grimy nakedness dragging his tincks 
And laying his tianis m a poison’d gloom 
Wrought, till he ciept from a gutted 
mine 

Mastei of half a seivile shire, 

And left his coal all turn’d into gold 
To a giandson, fiist of his noble line, 

Rich in the giace all women desiie, 

Stiong in the power that all men adoie, 
And simper and set then \ oices lower, 
And soften as if to a giil, and hold 
Aue siiicken bieaths at a woik divine, 
Seeing his gewgaw castle shine, 

New as his title, built last jeai, 

Theie amid peiky larches and pine, 

And ovei the sullcn-puiple mooi 
(Look at It) piickmg a cockney eai 

II 

What, has ho^ found my jevvel ouP 
For one of the two that lode at hei side 
Bound for the Hall, I am suie was he 
Bound for the Hall, and I think foi a 
biidc 

Blithe would hei brother’s acceptance be 
Maud could be giacious too, no doubt 
To a loid, a captain, a padded shape, 

A bought commission, a waxen face, 

A labbit mouth that is evei agape — 
Bought ^ what is it he cannot buy ^ 

And therefore splenetic, personal, base, 

A wounded thing with a rancorous ci>, 
At wai with myself and a wretched lacer^ 
Sick, sick to the heart of life, am I 

III 

Last week came one to the county tow n, 
lo pi each oiu poor little aimy down, 
And play the gime of the despot kings, 
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Tho’ the stT.te hns done it and thiicc as 
well 

This bioad - biimm’d hawkei of liol} 
things, 

Whose ear is cramm’d \Mth his cotton, 
and lings 

E\en in dieams to the chink of his pence, 
This huckstei put do\^ n \\ ai ’ can he tell 
Whether wai be a cause oi a consequence^ 
Put down the passions that make eaith 
Hell ' 

Down with ambition, avaiice, piidt, 
Jealousy, down ’ cut ot^ from the mind 
The bittei sptings of angci ind fcai , 
Down too, down at }oiu own lucsidc, 
With the evil tongue md the c\il cii, 
For each is at w u with mankind 

IV 

T vish I could hcai again 
The chivahoiis bittle song 
That she waibled alone in hei joy ’ 

I might peisuade mjsclf then 
She would not do heistlf tins cricat wrong, 
lo take a wanton disaohite boy 
Foi a man and Icacki of lucr 

V 

Ah God, for a man w ith hv u t, head, hand, 
Like some of the •-iniplc gicit ones gone 
Por escr and ever by, 

One still stiong nnn in a bhtant lind, 
Whatever the> call Inin, whit cm, I, 

Ai istoci it, dcmoci it, lutoci it ~ one 
Who can iiilc and daie not lie 

And ah foi a man to arise i» me. 

That the man I am maj cease to be ’ 

XI 

I 

0 let the solid giound 
Not fail beneath my feet 

Before my life has found 

What some have found so sweet , 
Then let come what come may. 

What matter if I go mad, 

1 shall have had my d ly 


ii 

Let the sweet heavens enduie, 

Not close and darken above me 
Befoie I am quite quite suie 
lliat theie is one to love me , 

Then let come what come may 
To a life that has been so sad, 

I shall have had my dav 

xn 

I 

Buds m the high Hall gaiden 
\\ hen tw ilight was falling, 
hT iiid, lud, Maud, Maud, 

Xhey vvcie ciying and calling 

II 

Wheie was IMaiid '> m oiu wood , 

And I, who else, v is with hei, 

O libeling woodland lilies, 

Mjiiads blow togcthci 

III 

Buds in oui wood sang 
Ringing thio’ the valleys, 

A^iud IS heie, heie, heie 
In imung the lilies 

i\ 

1 1 iss’d hei slendci h''nd, 

Slic look the Kiss seditely , 
hlaud is not stvcnt<en, 

But she IS till and stately 

V 

X to Cl y out bn piide 

Who I'lve won liei favoiu ’ 

0 hRud weie sue of Heaven 
If lowliness could s-’vc hei 

M 

1 know the w'^y she went 
Home with hci imiden posy, 

Poi lui feel lu\e toudiM the meadows 
And left the daisico losy 

1 H 

Buds in the high I Tall <Tnrden 
eie crying and callii g to hex, 
Wheie IS Maud, M lud, Maud^ 

One IS come to woo her 
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VIII 

Look, a hoise at the dooi, 

And little King Charley snarhng, 

Go back, my loid, across the mooi, 

You axe not her dailing 

xiir 

I 

Scorn’d, to be scorn’d by one that I scoin, 

Is that a matter to make me fiet '> 

That a calamity haid to be borne ? 

^\ell, he may live to hate me yet 
Fool that I am to be vext with his pude ’ 

I past him, I was ciossmg his lands , 

He stood on the path a little aside , 

His face, as I grant, m spite of spite, 

Has a bioad blown comeliness, led and 
white, i 

And si\ ■'eet two, as I think, he stands , 
But his essences tuin’d the live air sick, 
And barbarous opulence jewel thick 
Sunn’d itself on his bieast and his hands 

II 

^'Vho shall call me ungentle, unfaii, 

I long’d so heartily then and there 
To give him the grasp of fellowship , 

But while I past he was humming an air, 
Stopt, and then with a riding whip 
Leisurely tapping a glossy boot, 

And cuiving a contumelious lip, 
Gorgonised me from head to foot 
With a stony British staie 

in 

Why sits he here in his father’s chan ^ 
That old man never comes to his place 
Shall I believe him ashamed to be seen ? 
Foi only once, in the village street, 

Last year, I caught a glimpse of his face, 
A gray old w olf and a lean 
Scaicely, now, would I call him a cheat , 
For then, perhaps, as a child of deceit, 
She migiit by a tiue descent be untrue , 
And Maud is as tuie as Maud is sweet 
Tho’ I fancy hei sweetness only due 
To the sweeter blood by the othei side , 
Hei mothei has been a thing complete, 
Howevei she came to be so allied 


And fan without, faithful within, 

Maud to him is nothing akin 

Some peculiar mystic giace 

Made her only the child of hei mothei, 

And heap’d the whole inherited sin 

On that huge scapegoat of the race, 

All, all upon the bi other 

I'' 

Peace, angiy spirit, and let him be ’ 

Has not his sister smiled on me ^ 

XIV 

I 

Maud has a garden of loses 
And lilies fan on a lawn , 

Theie she walks m her state 
And tends upon bed and bower, 

And thither I climb’d at dawn 
And stood by her gaiden gate , 

A lion ramps at the top, 

He lb claspt by a passion flower 

II 

Maud’s owm little oak room 
(Which Maud, like a piecious stone 
bet m the heart of the caiven gloom. 
Lights with hei self, when alone 
She sits by h ^i music and books 
And hei biother lingeis late 
With a roystermg company) looks 
Upon Maud’s own garden gate 
And I thought as I stood, if a hand, as 
white 

As ocean foam in the moon, weie laid 
On the hasp of the window^, and my 
Delight 

Had a sudden desiie, like a glorious ghost, 
to glide, 

Like a beam of the seventh Heaven, down 
to my side, 

There weie but a step to be made 

III 

The fancy flatter’d my mind. 

And again seem’d ov erbold , 

Now I thought that she cared foi me, 
Now I tnought she was kind 
Only because she was cold 
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IV 

I heard no sound wheie I stood 
But the iivulet on fiom the lavn 
Running down to my own dark wood , 

Oi the voice of the long sea- wave as it 
swell’ d 

Now and then in the dim giay dawn , 

But I look’d, and lound, all lound the 
house I beheld 

Ihe death-white cuitam diawn , 

Felt a hoi 101 ovei me cicep, 

Prickle my skm and catch my bieath, 
Knew that the death white cui tain meant 
but sleep, 

Yet I shuddei’d and thought like a fool 
of the sleep of death 

XV 

So dark a mind within me dwells, 

And I make myself such evil cheer, 
That if / be deal to some one else, 

Then some one else may have much to 
fear , 

But if / be deal to some one else, 

Then I should be to myself more dear 
Shall I not take caie of all tint I think, 
Yex e\’n of wretched meat and dunk, 

[f I be deal, 

If I be dear to some one the 

XVI 

I 

This lump of earth has left his estate 
The lightci by the loss of his weight , 
And so that he find what he went to 
seek, 

And fulsome Pleasuie clog him, and 
diown 

Ills heart in the gioss mud-honey of tov n, 
Hl may stay for a year who has gone for 
a week 

‘'But this is the day when I must speak, 
And I see my Oread coming down, 

O this is the day ’ 

O beautiful creature, what am I 
That I date to look hei way , 

Think I ma> hold dominion sweet, 

Loid of the pulse that is loid of her bieast, 


And dieam of her beauty with tender 
dread, 

From the delicate Arab aich of hei feet 
To the grace that, bright and light as the 
ciest 

Of a peacock, sits on hei shining head, 
And she knows it not O, if she knew it, 
To know her beauty might half undo it 
I know it the one bright thing to save 
My yet >oung life in the wilds of Time, 
Peihaps from madness, peihapsfrom crime, 
Perhaps from a selfish giave 

II 

What, if she be fasten’d to this fool loid, 

Dale I bid her abide by her word^ 

Should I love hei so well if she 

Had given hei w^oid to a thing so low ^ 

Shall I love her as well if she 

Can break hei woid were it even foi me ^ 

I tiust that It is not so 

HI 

Catch not my bieath, O clamoiotis heait, 
Let not my tongue be a thxall to my eye, 
Por I must tell hei bcfoie we pait, 

I must tell hci, oi die 

XVII 

Co nol, happy claj, 

Prom the shining fields, 

Go not, happy day, 
lill the maiden fields 
Rosy IS th^ West, 

Rosy is the South, 

Roses are liei cheeks, 

And a rose hei mouth 
When the happy Yes 
Falteis fiom hei lips, 

Pass and blush the news 
Ovei glowing ships , 

0 \er blowing seas, 

Ovei seas at lest, 

Pass the happy news, 

Blush it till o’ the West , 

Till the led man danci 
By Ins led cedn tiec, 

And the red man’s babe 
Leap, beyond the sea 
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Blush from West to East, 

Blush from East to West, 

Till the West is East, 

Blush It thro’ the West 
Rosy IS the West, 

Rosy IS the South, 

Roses -lie hei cheeks, 

And a rose her mouth 

xviir 

I 

I have led her home, my love, my only 
fiiend 

There is none like her, none 
And never yet -so warmly lan my blood 
And sweetly, on and on 
Calming itself to the long wish’d for end, 
Full to the banks, close on the promised 
good 

il 

Kone like her, none 

Just now the diy tongued lam els’ patter 
mg talk 

Seem’d her light foot along the garden 
walk, 

And shook my heait to think she conies 
once nioie , 

But even then I heaid hei close the 
dooi, 

The gates of Heaven aie closed, and she 
is gone 

III 

There is none like hei, none 
Nor will be when our summers have de 
ceased 

0, art thou sighing for Lebanon 
In the long bieeze that sti earns to thy 
delicious East, 

Sighing for Lebanon, 

Dark cedar, tho’ thy limbs have here in 
creased, 

Upon a pastoral slope as fair, 

And looking to the South, and fed 
With honey’d lain and delicate air. 

And haunted by the stariy head 
Of her whose gentle will has changed my 
fate, 


And made my life a pei fumed altar flame. 
And ovei whom thy daikness must have 
spread 

Whth such delight as theiis of old, thy 
great 

Forefa&is of the thornless garden, there 
Shadowing the snow -limb’d Eve fiom 
whom she came 

IV 

Here will I he, while these long branches 
sway. 

And you fan stais that crown a happy day 
Go in and out as if at meiry play. 

Who am no moie so all forlorn. 

As when it seem’d far better to be boin 
To labour and the mattock -haiden’d 
hand, 

Than nursed at ease and brought to un 
del stand 

A sad astiology, the boundless plan 
That makes you tj rants in your iron 
skies, 

Innumerable, pitiless, passionless eyes, 
Cold flies, yet with powei to bum and 
bland 

His nothingness into man 

V 

But now shine on, and what care I, 

Who in this stormy gulf have found a 
peail 

The countei charm of space and hollow 
sky. 

And do accept my madness, and would die 
lo save from some slight shame one 
simple girl 

■VI 

Would die , for sullen seeming Death 
may give 

More life to Love than is or ever was 
In oui low woild, where yet ’tis sweet to 
live 

Let no one ask me how it came to pass , 
It seems that I am happy, that to me 
A livelier emerald twinkles in the grass, 
A purei sapphire melts into the sea 
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VII 

Not die , but live a life of truest breath, 
And teach tiue life to fight with moital 
wrongs 

O, why should Love, like men in dnnk 
ing-songs, 

Spice his fair banquet with the dust of 
death ^ 

Make answer, Maud my bliss, 

Maud made my Maud by that long loving 
kiss, 

Life of my life, wilt thou not answer this^ 

‘ The dusky strand of Death inwoven 
heie 

With deal Love’s tie, makes Love himself 
more dear ’ 

VIII 

Is that enchanted moan only the swell 
Of the long waves that loll in jonderbay^ 
And hark the clock within, the sihei 
knell 

Of twelve sweet horns that past in bridal 
white, 

And died to live, long as my pulses plaj , 
But novv by this m} love has closed hci 
sight 

And given false death hei hand, and stol’n 
avay 

To dreamful wastes wheie footless fmcies 
dwell 

Among the fragments of the golden day 
May nothing theie her maiden giace 
afhight ' 

Dear heart, I feel with thee the drowsy 
spell 

My bade to be, my evermoie delight, 

My own heart’s hcail, my ownest own, 
farewell , 

It IS but for a little space I go 
And ye meanwhile fai ovei mooi and fell 
Beat to the noiseless music of the night ’ 
Has our whole eaith gone nearer to the 
glow 

Of your soft splendours that you look so 
bright ^ 

/have climb’d nearer out of lonely Hell 
Beat, happy stars, timing with things 
below, 


Beat with my heart moie blest than heait 
can tell, 

Blest, but for some dark undei current 
woe 

lhat seems to diaw — but it shall not he 
so 

Let all be well, be well 


XIX 

I 

Her brother is coming back to night, 
Breaking up my dieam of delight 

TI 

My dream ^ do I dream of bliss ^ 

I have walk’d awake with Tiuth 

0 when did a morning shine 
So rich in atonement as this 
Foi my daik dawning youth, 

Darken’d watching a mother decline 
And that dead man at her heait and 

mine 

Foi who w^as left to watch her but I ^ 
Yet so did I let my freshness die 

III 

1 tiust that I did not talk 

1 o gentle Maud in our w alk 
(Foi often in lonel> vvandeiings 
I have ciuscd him even to lifeless things) 
But I tiust that I did not talk, 

Not toucli on hei falhei’s sin 
I am suie I did^ut speak 
Of my mothei’s faded check 
When it slowly gicw so thin, 

That I felt she was slowly dying 
Ve\t with lawyers and harass’d with 
debt 

For how often I caught her with ejes all 
wet, 

Shaking her head at her son and sighing 
A world of liouble within * 

IV 

And Maud too, Maud was moved 
To speak of the mother she loved 
As one scarce less forloin, 

Dying abioad and it stems apart 
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From him who had ceased to shaie her 
heait, 

And ever mourning ovei the feud, 

The household Fuiy sprinkled with blood 
By which our houses are torn 
How stiinge was what she said, 

When only Maud and the brothei 
Hung ovei her dying bed — 

That Maud’s dark father and mine 
Had bound us one to the othei, 

Betiothed us over then wine, 

On the day when Maud was born , 

Seal’d her mine from her fiist sweet 
breath 

hline, mine by a right, from buth till 
death 

Mine, mine — oui fathers have swora 

V 

But the true blood spilt had in it a heat 
To dissolve the piecious seal on a bond. 
That, if left uncancell’d, had been so 
sweet 

And none of us thought of a something 
beyond, 

A desiie that awoke in the heart of the 
child, 

As it weie a duty done to the tomb. 

To be fiiends foi her sake, to be recon- 
ciled , 

And I was cursing them and my doom, 
And letting a dangerous thought lun 
wild 

While often abioid m thefiagiant gloom 
Of foieign churches — I ^e her there, 
Blight English lily, bieathing a prayer 
To be fi lends, to be reconciled • 

VI 

But then what a flint is he ’ 

Abroad, at Florence, at Rome, 

I find whenever she touch’d on me 
This brother had laugh’d her dow n, 

And at last, when each came home, 

He had darken’d into a frown, 

Chid her, and foibid hei to speak 
To me, her friend of the years before , 
And this was what had ledden’d hei 
cheek 

When I bow’d to hei on the inooi 


VII 

Yet Maud, altho* not blind 
To the faults of his l>eait and mind, 

I see she cannot but love him, 

And sa>s he is lough but kind. 

And wishes me to appiove him. 

And tells me, when she lay 
Sick once, with a fear of woise. 

That he left his w me and horses and play, 
Sat with her, lead to hei, night and daj. 
And tended hei like a nurse 

VIII 

Kind ? but the deathbed desire 
Spurn’d by this heir of the liar — 

Rough but kind ^ yet I know 
He has plotted against me in this, 

That he plots against me still 
Kind to Maud? that weie not amiss 
Well, rough but kind , why let it be so 
Foi shall not Maud have her will ? 

i\ 

For, Maud, so tender and true, 

As long as my life enduies 
I feel I shall ow e you a debt. 

That I ne\er can hope to pay , 

And if evei I should forget 
That I owe this debt to > ou 
And foi youi^sw eet sake to yours , 

0 then, what then shall I say ? — 

I If ever I should foi get, 

May God make me more wi etched 
Than ever I ha\ e been yet ’ 

X 

So now I have sw^oin to buiy 
Ml this dead body of hate, 

1 feel so free and so cleai 

By the loss of that dead weight. 

That I should giow light headed, I fear, 
Fantastically merry , 

But that her bi othei comes, like a blighU 
On my fxesh hope, to the Hall to night 

XX 

I 

Strange, that I felt so gay, 

Strange, that /tiied to day 
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To beguile hei melancholy. 

The Sultan, as we name him, — 

She did not wish to blame him — 
But he vext her anC peiplext hei 
With his woildly talk and folly 
Was It gentle to lepiove her 
For stealing out of view 
From a little lazy lovei 
Who but claims hei as his due ^ 

Oi for chilling his caresses 
By the coldness of her manneis, 

Nay, the plainness of hci di esses ^ 
Now I know hei but m two, 

Noi can pionounce upon it 
If one should ask me whether 
The habit, hat, and feather, 

Oi the flock and giosy bonnet 
Be the neater and eomplctci , 

Foi nothing can be avveeter 
Than maiden Maud in cithei 

ii 

But to morrow, if we live. 

Our pondeious squire will give 
A gland political dinner 
To half the sqimelings neai , 

And Maud will wcu her jewels, 

And the bird of prey will hovei. 

And the titmouse hope to wm hci 
With his chill up \t her eai* 

HI 

A giand political dinnci 
To the men of many acres, 

A gathering of the Toiy, 

A dinnei and then a dance 
Foi the maids and mairiage-makeis. 
And eveiy eye but mine will glance 
At Maud in all her glory 

IV 

For I am not invited, 

«But, with the Sultan’s pardon, 

I am all as well delighted, 

Foi I know her own rose gai den, 
And mean to linger in it 
Till the dancing will be ovei , 

And then, oh then, come out to me 
Foi a minute, but foi a minute, 


Come out-lo youi own true lover, 
lhat your tiue lovei may see 
Your glory also, and lender 
All homage to his own dailing, 

Queen hlaud m ah hei splendoui 

XXI 

Rivulet ciossmg my giound, 

And bunging me down fiom the Hall 
This garden lose that I found, 

Forgetful of Maud and me, 

And lost in tiouble and moving lound 
lleie at the head of a tinkling fall. 

And trying to pass to the sea , 

O Rivulet, bom at the Hall, 

My Maud has sent it by thee 
(If I read hei sweet will light) 

On a blushing mission to me, 

Saying in odour and colour, ^ Ah, be 
Among the loses to night ’ 

XXII 

I 

Come into the gaiden, Maud, 

Fui the black bat, night, has flown, 
Come into the gaiden, Maud, 

1 am heie at the gate alone , 

And the woodbine spiees art wafted 
abro id, 

And the musk of the lose is blown 

II 

Poi a bieczc of moining moves, 

And the plaifwt of Lov e is on high, 
Beginning to faint in the light that she 
lov cs 

On a bed of daffodil sky, 

To faint m the light of the sun she loves, 
1 o faint in his light, and to die 

in 

All night have the loses heaid 
The flute, violin, bassoon , 

All night has the casement jessamine 
still’d 

To the dancers dancing in tune , 

Till a silence fdl with the waking bud, 
A.nd a hush with the setting moon 
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IV 

I said to the lily, ‘ Thexe is but one 
With whom she has heait to be gay 
When will the danceis leave her alone ^ 
She IS weary of dance and play ’ 

Now half to the setting moon are gone, 
And half to the using day , 

Low on the sand and loud on the stone 
The last wheel echoes away 

V 

I said to the rose, ‘ The brief night goes 
In babble and level and wine 
O young lord-lovei, what sighs aie those, 
Foi one that will nevei be thine? 

But mine, but mine,’ so I swaie to the 
lose, 

‘ Foi evei and evei, mine ’ 

And the soul of the lose went into my 
blood, 

As the music clash’d in the hall , 

And long by the gaiden lake I stood, 

Foi I heard youi iivulet fall 
Fiom the lake to the meadow and on to 
the wood, 

Oui wood, that is dealer than all , 

VII 

Fiom the meadow youi walks have left 
so sweet 

That whenever a Maich wind sighs 
He sets the jewel pimt »f your feet 
In \iolets blue as your eyes, 

To the woody hollows m which we meet 
And the \ alleys of Paiadise 

VIII 

The slender acacia w ould not shake 
One long milk bloom on the tiee , 

The white lake blossom fell into the lake 
As the pimpeinel dozed on the lea , 
But the lose was awake all night foi >oui 
sake, 

ICnowing youi promise to me , 

The lihcs and loses were all awake, 

They sigh’d for the dawn and thee 


IX 

Queen lose of the losebud gaiden of giils, 
Come hither, the (^nces are done, 

In gloss of satin and glimmer of peails, 
Queen lily and rose in one , 

Shine out, little head, sunning over with 
culls, 

To the flowers, and be then sun 

X 

Theie has fallen a splendid tear 
Fiom the passion flower at the gate 
She IS coming, my dove, my deai , 

She IS coming, my life, my fate , 

The led rose cues, ‘She is neai, she is 
neai , ’ 

And the white lose weeps, ‘ She is 
late 

The larkspm listens, ‘I heai, I hear,* 
And the lily whispers, ‘ I wait ’ 

XI 

She IS coming, my own, my sweet , 

Were it e\ er so any x tread, 

My heart would hear her and beat, 

Weie it eaith in an earthy bed , 
hfy dust w ould hear hei and beat, 

Had I lam foi a century dead , 

Would start and tremble undci her feet, 
And blossSm in puiple and led 

PART II 
I 

I 

‘The fault was mine, the fault was 
mine ’ — 

Why am I sitting heie so stunn’d and still. 
Plucking the haimless wild-flowei on the 
hilP— 

It IS this guilty hand ’ — 

And theie rises evei a passionate cry 
From underneath in the darkening land — 
What IS it, that has been done ? 

0 dawn of Eden blight over earth and sky, 
The files of Hell brake out of thy rising 
sun, 

The fires of Hell and of Hate , 
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1 01 she, sweet soul, had hardly spoken a 
' woid, 

When hei bi other ran in his 1 age* to the 
gate, 

He came with the babe faced lord , 
Heap’d on hei terms of disgrace, 

And while she wept, and I stiove to be 
cool, 

He fiercely gave me the he. 

Till I with as fierce an angei spoke. 

And he struck me, madman, over the 
face, 

Stiuck me before the languid fool, 

Who wis gaping and grinning by 
Stiuck for himself an evil stroke , 
Wrought for his house an 11 redeemable 
woe , 

For front to fiont in an houi we stood, 
And a million hoirible bellowing echoes 
bioke 

From the red iibb’d hollow behind the 
wood, 

And thunder’d up into Heaven the Chust 
less code, 

That must have life foi a blow 
Evei and ever afresh they seem’d to giow 
Was It he lay there with a fiding eye ? 
‘The fault was mine,’ he whisper’d, ‘fly ’’ 
Then glided out of the joyous wood 
The ghastly Wiaith of one that I know , 
And there lang on a sudden a passionate 
cry, 

\ cry foi a brother’s blood 
It will ling in my heait and my eais, till 
I die, till I die 

ir 

Is It gone ^ my pulses beat — 

What was it^ a lying tuck of the biam^ 
Yet I thought I saw her stand, 

A shadow there at my feet, 

High ovei the shadowy land 
It is gone , and the heavens fall in a 
gentle ram. 

When they should buist and diown with 
deluging stoims 

The feeble vassals of wine and angei and 
lust, 

The little heaits that know not how to 
forgive 


Aiise, my God, and stiike, for we hold 
Ihee just, 

Strike dead the whole weak race of veno 
mous worms, 

That sting each other here in the dust , 
We aie not worthy to lue 

ir 

I 

See what a lo\ ely shell, 

Small and pine as a pearl, 

Lying close to my foot, 

Frail, but a work divine, 

Made so faiiily well 

With delicate spue and whorl, 

IIow exquisitely minute, 

A miiacle of design ’ 

II 

What is it ^ a learned man 
Could give It a clumsy name 
I et him name it who can, 

The beauty would be the same 

III 

The tiny cell is foiloin. 

Void of the little living will 
That made it stii on the shoie 
Did he stand at the diamond door 
Of his house m a lambow fiilP 
Did he push, when he was uncuil’d, 

V golden foot or a fauy horn 
rill o’ his dun water woild > 

• IV 

Slight, to be ciush’d with a tap 
Of my finger nail on the sand, 

Small, but a work divine, 

Fiail, but of force to withstand, 

Yeai upon year, the shock 
Of cataract seas that snap 
The thiec decker’s oaken spine 
Athwait the ledges of lock, 

Here on the Breton stiand ’ 

V 

Breton, not Briton , heie 

Like a shipwreck’d man on a coast 

Of ancient fable and feai — 
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Plagued a flitting to and fio, ! 

A disease, a hard mechanic ghost | 

That nevei came from on high 
Nor e\ei aiose fiom helow. 

But only mo\es with the moving eye, 
Flying along the land and the mam — 
Why should it look like Maud ? 

Am I to be o^ erawed 
By what I cannot but know 
Is a juggle boin of the brain ^ 

\i 

Back fiom the Bieton coast, 

Sick of a nameless feai, 

Back to the dark sea line 
Looking, thinking of all I ha\e lost , 

An old song \ exes my eai , 

But that of Lamech is mine 

vir 

For yeais, a measureless ill, 

For years, for ever, to part — 

But she, she would love me still , 

And as long, O God, as she 
Have a giain of love foi me, 

So long, no doubt, no doubt, 

Shall I nuise in my dark heail, 

Flow ever weaiy, a spark of will 
Not to be tiampkd out 

VIII 

Strange, that the mind, when fi aught 
With a passion so intense 
One would think that it well 
Might diown all life in tWfe eye, — 

That it should, by being so overwrought. 
Suddenly strike on a sharper sense 
For a shell, or a flowei, little things 
Which else w ould have been past by ’ 
And now I lemembei, I, 

When he lay dying theie, 

I noticed one of his many rings 
(For he had many, poor woim) and 
thought 

It IS Ins mothci’s haii 
i\ 

Who know s if he be dead ^ 

Whether I need have fled^ 


Am I guilty of blood ^ 

However this may be, 

Comfort hei, comfort her, all things 
good, $ 

While I am ovei the sea ’ 

Let me and my passionate love go by, 

But speak to her all things holy and 
high, 

Whatevei happen to me * 

Me and my harmful love go by , 

But come to hei waking, fmd her asleep, 
Poweis of the height, Poweis of the 
deep, 

And comfoit hei tho’ I die 

III 

Com age, poor heait of stone ’ 

I will not ask thee why 
Thou canst not understand 
That thou art left for evei alone 
Couiage, pool stupid heart of stone — 

Oi rf I ask thee why, 

Care not thou to leply 

She IS but dead, and the time is at hand 

When thou shall more than die 

IV 

I 

O that ’tw ere'^possiblc 
After long giief and parn 
To find the arms of my true love 
Round me once again ' 

II 

When I was wont to meet her 
In the silent woody places 
By the home that ga\e me birth, 

We stood tranced m long embraces 
Mixt with kisses sw eetci sweeter 
Than anything on eaith 

i III 

A shadow flits befoie me, 

Not thou, but like to thee 

Ah Chnst, that it were possible 

For one short houi to see 

The souls we loved, that they might tell us 

What and where they be 
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IV 

It leads me forth at evening, 

It lightly winds an#* steals 
In a cold white igbe before me, 

When all my spiiit reels 

At the shouts, the leagues of lights, 

And the roaung of the wheels 

Half the night I -i^aste in sighs, 

Half in di earns I soriow aftei 
The delight of eaily skies , 

In a wakeful doze I soiiow 
Foi the hand, the lips, the eyes, 

For the meeting of the morrow, 

The delight of happy laughtei, 

Ihe delight of low lephes 

\ I 

’Tis a moinmg puie and sweet, 

And a dewy splendour falls 
On the little flower that clings 
To the turrets and the walls , 

’Tis a morning piuc and sweet, 

And the light and shadow fleet , 

She is walking in the meadow, 

And the woodland echo imgs , 

In a moment we shall meet. 

She is singing m the meadow 
And the iivulet at hei feet 
Ripples on m light and shidow 
1 o the ballad that she sings 

VII 

Do I hear her sing as of old. 

My bird with the shining head, 

My own dove with the tender eye^ 

But there imgs on a sudden a passionate 
cry, 

Thcie IS some one dying oi dead, 

^ And a sullen thundei is roll’d , 

Foi a tumult shakes the city, 

And I wake, my dream is fled , 

In the shuddeiing dawn, behold, 
Without knowledge, without pity. 

By the curtains of my bed 
That abiding phantom cold 


VIII 

Get thee hence, nor come again, 

Mix not memory with doubt, 

Pass, thou deathlike type of pain, 

Pass and cease to mo\ e about ’ 

’Tis the blot upon the biam 
That wi/l show itself wittxout 

i\ 

Then I rise, the eavediops fall, 

And the >ellow vapours choke 
The gieal city sounding wide , 

I he day comes, a dull red ball 
Wiapt in diifts of luiid smoke 
On the misty iiv ei tide 

\ 

Thro’ the hubbub of the maikct 
I steal, a wasted fiame, 

It crosses here, it ciosses there, 

Thio’ all that crowd confused and loud, 
The shadow still the same , 

A.nd on my heavy eyelids 
^ly anguish hangs like shame 

Alas foi her that met me, 

That heard me softly call, 

Came glimmciing ihio’ the lauiels 
At the quiet evcnfill, 

In the gaidcn b\ the tuirets 
Of the old manoii il hall 

\n 

Would the happy spiiit descend, 

From the realms of light and song, 

In the chambei oi the sti eet, 

As she looks among the blest. 

Should I fear to gieet my friend 
‘ Or to say ‘Foigi\e the viong,’ 

Oi to ask her, ‘ T ake me, sweet, 

To the regions of th) lest^ ^ 

XIIT 

But the broad light glaies and beats, 
And the shadow flits and fleets 
And will not let me be , 

And I loathe the squares and stieets, 
And the faces that one meets, 

Hearts w ith no lo\ e foi me 
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Always I long to creep 
Into some still cavern deep, 

There to weep, and weep, and weep 
My whole soul out to thee 

V 

I 

Dead, long dead, 

Long dead * 

And my heart is a handful of dust. 

And the wheels go over my head, 

And my bones aie shaken with pain, 

For into a shallow grave they aie thrust, 
Only a yard beneath the stieet, 

And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat, 
The hoofs of the hoises beat. 

Beat into my scalp and my brain, 

^Ylth never an end to the stream of passing 
feet. 

Driving, hmrying, mairying, burying, 
Clamour and rumble, and nnging and 
clatter, 

And here beneath it is all as bad, 

For I thought the dead had peace, but it 
IS not so , 

To have no peace in the grave, is that 
not sad ^ 

But up and down and to and fio, 

Ever about me the dead men go , 

And then to hear a dead man chatter 
Is enough to drne one mad 

II 

Wretchedest age, since Time began, 
They cannot even bury a man , 

And tho’ we paid our tithes in the days 
that are gone. 

Not a bell was lung, not a piayer was 
read , 

It is that which makes us loud in the 
world of the dead , 

There is none that does his work, not 
one , 

A touch of their office might have 
sufficed. 

But the chuichmen fain would kill then 
chinch, 

As the chuiches have kill’d then Chiist 


III 

See, there is one of us sobbing, 

No limit to his distr^s , 

And another, a lord <5 ^11 things, prying 
To ms own great self, as I guess , 

And another, a statesman there, betiajing 
His party secret, fool, to the press , 

And yonder a vile physician, blabbing 
The case of his patient — all for what ? 

To tickle the maggot bom in an empty 
head, 

And wheedle a world that loves him not, 
For It IS but a woild of the dead 

IV 

Nothing but idiot gabble ’ 

Foi the piophecy given of old 
And then not understood, 

Has come to pass as foretold , 

Not let any man think for the public 
good, 

But babble, merely for babble 
For I nevei whispei’d a pnvate affaii 
Within the heaiing of cat oi mouse, 

No, not to myself in the closet alone, 

But I heaid it shouted at once fiom the 
top of the house , 

Everything came to be known 
Who told we weie theie ? 

V 

Not that giay old wolf, for he came not 
back 

Fiom the wilderness, full of wolves, wheie 
he used to lie , 

He has gather’d the bones for his o’er- 
giown whelp to ciack , 

Crack them now for youiself, and howl, 
and die 

VI 

Piophet, cuise me the blabbing lip, 

And curse me the British vermin, the rat , 
I know not whether he came in the 
Hanovei ship, 

But I know that he lies and listens mute 
In an ancient mansion’s crannies and 
holes 
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Aisenic, aisenic, sme, would do it, 
Except that now we poibon oui babes, 
pool souls ’ 

It IS all used up forthat 

VII, " 

Tell him now she is standing heie at my 
head , 

Not beautiful now, not e\en kind , 

He may take her now , foi she nevei 
speaks her mind, 

But IS evei the one tiling silent licie 
She is not as I divine , 

She conies fiom another stillei woild of 
the dead, 

Stiller, not fauei than mine 
VIII 

But I know whcic a garden giows, 

JF iirer than aught in the w oiid beside, 
All made up of the lily and lose 
1 hat blow by night, when the season is 
good, 

To the sound of dancing mu sic and flutes 
It IS only floweis, the> had no fiuits, 

And I almost fetr thej aic not loses, but 
blootl , 

Toi the kcepei was one, so full of piide, 
lie hnkt a derd mm theie to a specti il 
biide , 

1 01 he, if he had not been i bultan of 
billies, 

Would he have th it hole m his side ? 


IX 

But what will the old man sa) ? 
lie laid a ciuel snaie in a pit 
To catch a fiiend of mine one stoimy 
day, 

Yet now I could even weep to think 
of it , 

For what will the old man say 
When he comes to the second coipse in 
the pit ^ 

\ 

hricncl, to be stiuck by the public foe. 
Then to stiike him and lay him low, 

Jhat wcic a public merit, fai, 

Whatevei the Quakci holds, fiom sm, 
But the led life spilt foi a piivate blow — 
I sw^eai to >ou, law^ful and lawless wai 
Aie scaicely even al in 

\i 

0 me, why hive they not biuicd me deep 

enough > 

Is it kind to ha\e made me a giavc so 
lough, 

'^fe, that was nevei a quiet sleepei ^ 
l\ri}bc still I mi but half deid , 

Ihtn I cinnot be wholly dumb, 

1 will ciy to the steps abo\e my head 
And somebody, suiely, some kind hcait 

will come 

io bui> me, buiy me 
Deepci, ever so little decpci 


PARr HI 
VI 

I 

l\I\ life has cicpt so long on a biokcn wing 
ihio’ eclls of madness, haunts of hoiioi and leai, 
lhat I come to be giiteful at last foi a little thing 
hly mood is changed, for it fell at i lime of }eu 
When the face of mght is fan on the dewy downs. 

And the shining daflodil dies, and the Chaiioteei 
And starry Gemini hang like gloiious eiovvns 
Ovei Oiion’s giavc low down in the west, 

Ih it like a silent lightning undei the stiis 

She seem’d to divide in a dieam fiom a band of the blest, 
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And spoke of a hope for the world in the coming wars — 
‘And m that hope, dear soul^*let trouble have rest. 
Knowing I tai-ry for thee,* and pointed to Mars 
As he glow’d like a ruddy shield on the Lion’s bre t. 


II. 

And it was but a dream, yet it yielded a deal delight' 

To have look’d, tho’ but in a dream, upon eyes so fair, 

That had been in a weary world my one thing bright ; 

And it was but a dieam, yet it lighten’d my despair 

When I thought that a war would aiise in defence nf the light, 

That an iron tyranny now should bend or cease, 

The glory of manhood stand on his ancient height, 

Nor Britain’s one sole God be the millionaire : 

No more shall commerce be all in all, and Peace 
Pipe on hei pastoral hillock a languid note, 

And watch her harvest ripen, her herd increase. 

Nor the cannon-bullet rust on a slothful shore, 

And the cobweb woven across the cannon’s throat 
Shall shake its threaded tears in the wind no more. 

III. 

And as months lan on and lumour of battle giew, 

‘ Itns time, it is time, O passionate heart,’ said I 
(For I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be piue and tiue), 

‘ It is time, O passionate heart and moibid eye, 

That old hysteiical mock-disease should die,’ 

And I stood on a giant deck and mix’d my breath 
With a loyal people shouting a battle ciy, 

Till I saw. the dieary phantom anse and 

Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death. 


IV. 

Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims 
Of a land uiat has lost for a httle her lust of gold, 

And love of a peace that was full of wrongs and shames, 
Horrible, hateful, monstious, not to be told ; 

And hail once more to the banner of battle unroll’d ! 

Tho’ many a light shall darken, and many shall weep 
For those that are crush’d in the clash of jarring claims, 
Yet God’s just wrath shall be wreak’d on a giant liai ; 
And many a darkness into the light shall leap, 

And shine in the sudden making of splendid names, 

And noble thought be freer under the sun, 

And the heart of a people beat with one desire ; 

For the peace, that I deem’d no peace, is over and done, 
And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic deep, 
And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames 
The blood-red blossom of war with a heait of fire. 
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V, 

Let it flame or fade, and the ^ar roll down like a wind, 

We ha(ae pioved we have heaits in- a cause, we are noble still, 
And*"mys^if have awaked, as it seems, to the better mind ; 

It IS better to fight for the good than to rail at the ill ; 

I have felt with my native land, I am one with my kind, - 
I embrace the purpose of God, and the doom assign’d. 



